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OOPVMQHTt 1 tilt BY ROKIIT H. OOLEMAN. 

pr^fac^ 
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In Bendiiiff "The New Evanffel" forth on itsmiasloa 
of cheer and comfort, of prayer and praise, we wish to 
make grateful aclcnowledsement of the valuable advice 
and assistance rendered by nunibers of the able pas- 
ton* Buceetsf 111 evanffelista, and singinsr specialistB. 

It win be seen that this book contains an nnusnally 
large number of songs for the price asked; and it fur- 
nishes, not only the best copyrights that money could 
buy, but also furnishes a variety for all services. This 
large number of songs in one book was made possible^ first 
by increasing the number of pages from 224* to the unusual 
size of 266; and second, by going to the heavy expense of 
putting the familiar Hymns and Gospel Songs into special 
type, thus enabling you to get the music with the words 
of two or more songs on each page. 

The book contains a number of very choice new 
songs, which are here published for the first time. But 
the majority of the selections are the very pick of "Song- 
land" "songs people sing;" they are being sung around 
the world to-day, and have won their places in christian 
hearts, because they give such beautiful and fsithf ul ex- 
pression to the Ciospd Story. Then too* there is an excep- 
tionally large number of familiar ''Invitation and Decis- 
ion" songs, as well as practically all of the standard hymns 
used to any great extent to-day. 

But why say more? Friends win examine the book 
before buying anyway, and that is aU we ask. 

We trust this book win prove a worthy successor to 
"The Evangel," which has had so cordial a reception and 
such an enormous sale. 

Hay the Master use "The New Evangel" to His 
glory. 



Dallas. Texas. March, 19U. 



B.H.a 



Cl^e 7hw ^vang,d. 
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No. 1. Jesus, Savior Priend of Sinners. 



COPYRIQHT, 1911, BY ROBT. H. COLEMAA. 

Robt. H« Coleman. words and mubio 



Ctaas. H. Gabriel. 
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1. Je 

2. Je 

3. Je 

4. Je 



808, Sav-ior, Friend of sm-nerSy Wait8 to wel-come, waits to bless; 
BUS, Sav-ior, Friend of sin-ners, Gomes to cheer my heart to - day; 
8U8, Sav-ior, Friend of sin-ners, Comes to com-fort, comes to cheer; 
BUS, Sav-ior, Friend of sm-ners, He has been a 'Friend to me; 
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And I must not keep Hun wait-ine. For I long for hap - pf - ness. 
He has shouldered ev - ' ry bur - den And will help me all the way. 
And I'll not go monm-mg Ion - ger. For He saves me now and here. 
And to think mth Him in glo - ry I shall reign e - ter - nal - lyl 




He my soul mth blood hatli ransomed, And wQl keep me to the end; 




He's en -ti- tied to my best love, For He is the an-ner's Friend. 
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No. 2. 



Jesus is Seeking. 



OOnrmOHT, 1911, BY ROBT. H. GOLEMAN. 
MllUllt A. Q. BdtaftOII. WORDS AND MUWO. 



Chas. H. Qabrlel. 




1. Je-nu b teek-ing the lost ones, Oat in the moimtaiii8 so cold, 

2. Je - BUS is teek-ing the lost ones, Down in the tal - leys of on; 

3. Je - SOS b seek-ing the lost ones, Out in the high-ways to - day, 

4. Je • SOS is seek-ing the lost ones, Stray-ing in dark-ness to - night, 





Long-mg to find them and bring them In - to th^ shel - ter • ing fold. 
Plead-ing with them,and en - treat-ing,"Come,my be • lov- ed, come in." 
Long-mg to gra-cions - ly lead them. In • to life's bean - ti - fnl way. 
Fain would He lov - ing - ly guide thee. In • to His dwell-ings of light. 




Chorits. 
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Lov-mg-ly, lov-ing -ly seek • ing» Those whohaye wandered a-way. 

Beek-inff to - day. 
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No. 3. 



Help Somebody To-day. 



Mrs. FMak A. Brack. 



OOPVmOHT, 1804, BY CHA8. H. OABItlEL. 
OOPVRIOMT, ItM, BY E. O. EXCELL. 



ChM. H. Oabrtel. 




1. Look an a-round yon, find some one in need, Help some-bod-y to - dayl 

2. Man-y arewait-ing a kind, lov-ing word, Help Bome-bod-y to - dayl 

3. Man-y have bor-dens too heav-y to bear. Help some-bod-y to- dayl 

4. Some are dis-conr-aged and wear-y in heart. Help some-bod-y to- day! 





Tho' it be lit - tie— a neigh-bor • ly deed— Help some-bod-y to - day! 

Thou hast a mes-sage, let it be heard, Help some-bod-y to - day! 

Grief is the por-tion of some ev- 'ry-where, Help some-bod-y to - day! 

Some one tiie jour-ney to heav- en should start. Help some-bod-y to-day! 




Ghobus. 




Help some-bod-y to - day, • . Some-bod-y a- long life's way; . • Let 

lo - day, Iwme-ward way; 




/s^ /T^ 



^ 



*: 



^^ 



sor-row be end- ed. The friendless befriended, Oh, help somebody to - day I 



No. 4. 



C. H. Q. 



Me is So Precious to Me. 

OO^mOHT, 1t02, lY 0HA8. H. QABMEL. 
OOPYRMHT, 1M7, BY E. O. EXOCLL. 



Cluis. H. QabrtoL 







1. So pre-cions is Je - bus, my Sav-ior, my King, His praise all the day long 

2. He stood at my heart's door 'mid snnshine and rain, And pa-tient-ly wait - ed 

3. I stand on themonn-tain of bless -ing at last. No clond in tiieheav-ens 

4. I praise Him be-canse He ap-point-ed a place Where, some day, thro' faith in 

-- — •- 
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with rap - ture I ong; To Him m my weak-ness for strength I can cling, 
an en-trance to gain; What shame that so long He en- treat -ed m vain, 
a shad - ow to cast; His smile is tip - on me, the val •* ley is past, 
Hiswon- der-fnl grace, I know I shall see Him— shall look on His face. 




Ghobub. Faster, 






80 



For He b so pre-cions to me. For He is so pre-donsto 
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pre-cioas to me, bo pre-cioas to me; 

me, . . . For He is so pre-cious to me; . . . 'T is heaven be- 




low My Be-deem-er to know. For He b so pre-cions to me. 




No. 5. 



Fanny J. Crosby. 



The Hope Set Before You. 

COPYRIGHT, 1810, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



B. O. Bzcell. 




1. Lay hold on the hope set before yon, And let not a moment be lost, 

2. Lay hold on the hope set before yon, Of life that you now may receive, 

3. Lay hold on the hope set before you. Of joy that no mortal can speak; 

4. Lay hold on the hope set before yon, A hope that is steadfast and sure: 




The Sav-ior has purchased your ransom , But think what a price it hath cost I 
If, glad - ly His mer-cy ac - cept-ing, Ton tru - ly re-pent and be-lieve. 
It tell - eth of rest for the wear-y. Thro' Je - sus, the low-ly and meek. 
haste to the bless-ed Be-deem-er, The lov - mg, the perfect and pure. 




Chorus. 
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Lay hold on e - ter - nal sal - va 



T 



tion, Lay 



Lay hold, lay bold on e - ter - nal sal • va - tion, Lay 




hold .... on the gift of God's on - ly Son; Lay hold .... on His in- 

hold, lay hold on God's on - ly Son; Lay hold, lay hold 




on 



nite mer 

His mer 



cy. Lay hold on the Might - y One I 

cy. Lay hold, lay hold on the Might - y OneJ 
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Nobody ToM Me ot 




1. WonldjoncanilioiiMftieodyoiiluvflmetdaybydeyShooldiieT-eT be 

2. Cueyoa not ii one mqI oI tbe cbil-dieD ot men Bhonldnev-er be 

3. Would joD cmn if joor crown ahoold be Btu-less-lj dim. Be - caiue yon ted 

4. Then be ei-lent no long'-erl bat eer-neit - Ij pray For grace, to Uie 
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told i-bontJe-HurATeyonwiD-iDgtluitHe b tbe judgment BheUeay; 
biD-t m-to Je - tml Or wonld es; in that day wben He com^tii a-gaio, 
DO oneto Je - BuT Hake it true tbstiomeheartshalliiotBiiswertoHini: 
trfl-ii« olJe-awrSo that no one canaay onthatereatjndginentday. 




No. 7. 



Jamet Rowe. 



Because 1 Love Jesus. 

GOPVmOHT, 1M2, BV 0HA8. H. QABill£L. 

E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 
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Chu. H. QahrUL 




1. My path may be lone-ly, and dark be the night, The clouds may be 

2. Be-cauite I love Je - sua, my Say-ior and thine, There's peace m my 

3. Tho' loved ones be ta -ken a - way from my dde, Tho' rich - es and 

4. Tho' all that is e - vil a - gainst me com-bme, Tho' Sa-tan a- 




hid - ing the smi from my sight, Yet I have as-sur-ance that all will be right, 
8onl,there is comfort di-vine; 'Twill al-ways abide, for the promise is mine, 
hon - or to me be de - nied. Yet if I but trost Him n<o ill can be-tide, 
romid me his snares should entwine,Yet if I am f aith-fnl a crown will be mine, 



l.«^X!:JHiif 




Je - sns, Be - cause I love Je 

Be • cause 



- sus; My soul is at 




No. 8. 



C« D* MwtlB* 



God Will Take Gare of You. 

J>€dieaied to my to^fe^ Mn* John A, Jkmis, 

OOPVnOHT, 1906, BY JOHN Aa DAVIS. 

U8E0 BV PEfMiaaioii. 



iV« S» Mftftiil* 




1. Be not dis- mayed wfaat-e'er be - tide, God will take care of yon; 

2. Thro' days of toil when heart doth fail, God will take care of you; ' 

3. An you may need He will pro -vide, God will take care of yon; 

4. No mat-ter what may be the teat, God will take care of yon; 




[J'Vi.iJ ' ^ni J J: 




Be • neath His wings of loye a - Inde, God will take care of yon. 

When dan-gers fierce yonr path as - sail, God will take care of yon, 

Noth-ing yon ask will be de-nied, God will take care of yon. 

Lean, wear-y one, np - on His breast, God will take care of yon. 




Chobus. 




God win take care of yon, Thro' ev - 'ly day. O'er all the way; 
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He win take care of yon, God win take care of yon. • • • 

take cure of yoo. 

it 
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No. 9. 



Just When I Need Mim Most. 



Rer. Wm. Pool. 



COPYRlGMT, 1008, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 
COPYRIOHT, 1809, BY E. O EXCELL. 



CIns* H. Qabrtel. 




1. Just when I need Him, Je-sus is near, Just when I !al - ter, just when I fear; 

2. Just when I need Him, Je-sns is troe, Ney-er for^sak-ing all the way thro'; 

3. Just when I need Him, Je-sus is strong. Bearing my bur-dens all the day long; 

4. Just when I need Him, He is my all, An-swer-ing when np-on Him I call; 




' i f'UvhUin 
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Bead-y to help me, read-y to cheer. Just when I need Him most. 
Giv- ing for bur -dens pleasures a - new. Just when I need Him most. 
For all my sor-row giv -ing a song. Just when I need Him most. 
Ten-der-ly watch-ing lest I should fall. Just when I need Him most. 




Ghoeus. 




Just when I need Him most, Just when I need Him most; 





Je-sus is near to com-fort and cheer. Just when I need Him most. 



No. 10. 



R«v. W.J. 



Wonderful Jesus. 

OOrvntNT, ItM, tY E. O. FXOEIL. 

WOWM AND MUSW. 



JBO* K*SWSfi6Sr« 




1. WoD-der -fill love does Je - bob show, Won-der-fol grace He does be-stow; 

2. Won-der-fnll He is al-waysnear, Won-der-full I have naught to fear; 

3. Woo-der-fol help does Je -sua send, Won-der-fol keep-mg to the end; 

4. Won-der-ful day, so pore, so bright, Won-der-fol liv- ing in His sight; 
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Won - der - fnl peace in Him 1 know, Je - sns^ bless-ed Je - sns! 

Won-der-fol is Hb Toice to hear, Je - bob, bless-ed Je - bus! 

Won -der -fnl is this con-stant Friend, Je - sns, bless-ed Je - sns! 

Won-der-fnll 'round me all is light, Je - bos, bless-ed Je-sos! 




GHOftUS. 




Won-der-fnl, won -der -fnl Je-snsI Won-der-fnl, won-der-ful Je-sns! 



M-r;rr; i ff:f^ 
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He is a won-der-fnl Say -lor! Je-sns, bless-ed Je-snsI 
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No. 11. 



Higher Ground. 



OOPVRIOHT, ISMy BV J. HOWARD ENTWISLE. 

Rev. Johnson Oatman* Jr. johm j. hood, owner. 



Ghmi H. aabflel. 
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1. I'm press-ing on the up-ward way, New heights I'm gaining ev-'ry day; 

2. My heart has no de^-sire to stay Where doubts arise and fears dis-may; 
3.1 want to live a -bove the world, Tho' Satan's darts at me are hurl'd; 
4. I want to scale the utmost height, And catch a gleam of glo - ry bright; 





StiQ pray-mg as I onward bound,''Lord, plant my feet on high-er ground. ' ' 
Tho ' some may dwell where these abound, My pray 'r, my aim b high-er ground. 
For faith has caught the joy-ful sound. The song of saints on high-er ground. 
But still I'll pray tLllheav'nI'vefound,*'Lord,lead me onto high-er ground. 



■^m 




Chorus. 





Lord, lift me up and let me stand, By faith, on heay-en's ta - ble-land; 




■.Uj i iUm 



A high-er plane than I have found,Lord,plantmyfeeton high-er ground. 
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Mo. 12. 

Dr. B. T. 






The Kind's Business. 

COnrmOHT, 1t02. BY E O EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Flora H. Cassel. 
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1. I am a stran-ger here, with - in a for -eign land; My home is 

2. This is the Kng's command: that all men, ev - 'ry-where, Be-pent and 

3. My home is bri^t-er far than Shar-on's ro - sy plain, E-ter-nal 




Pi\n^.ni' \ Ui:^ 





far a-way, np - on a gold -en strand; Am-bas-sa -dor to be of 
torn a-way from sin's se - due - live snare; That all who will o-bey, with 
life and joy thro'-out its vast do -main; My Sov'reign bids me tell hoi 







Chorus. 




reahns be - yond the sea, I'm here on business for my King. 

Him shall reign for aye, And that's my business for my King. This is the 

mor-tals there may dwell, And that's my business for my King. 



m ^t t nv I i m 




mes- sage that I bring, A message angels fam would sing; '*0h, be ye 




reconciled,"Thu88aithmyLordandKmg,**Oh, be ye rec-on-ciled to God." 

-<2- 
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No. 13. Lighten the Way With a Son$. 



Jalia H. Johnstoo. 



OOPYRiOHT, 1911, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Joshua H. Roberts. 




1. There are sor-row-ful hearts that ore go - ing your way, Crushed by a 

2. If your own wear-y spir - it needs com-fort and cheer, I! you are 

3. Un - to each f el - low-pil - grim your feet o- ver-take, Bless -ing and 




bur - den of wrong; If you wait on the Lord, He will help you to - day 
lone-ly or sad. Let your mer-cies be count -ed, your prais-es ring clear, 
brightness be -long; And it may be that you, for the Sav-ior's own sake. 




Chorus. 



To light - en the way with a song. 

Thus make your own heart to be glad. Then light - en the way with a 

May light - en the way with a song. 




No. 14. 



We'll Never Grow Weary. 



OOPVIIMHT, 1«11, BV ROBT. H. OOIEMAN. 

V. A. and JMnie Rm. woaos and mmio. 



Chas. H. Oabrlel. 
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1. We'll neT-er grow weary, bnt e?*er per-sne The work which the Master has 

2. We'll De?-er grow weary, but work with a will;Oar Fa-ther will snre-ly His 

3. We'll think of the mercy.rememberthe loTe Of Him who came|downfrom Hia 




left us to do; If pa - tient • ly toil-ing we trust in the Lord, The 
prom-ise fnl - fill; From seeds we have scattered in sor-row and tears, We'll 
glo • ry a - bove; No lab • or for him shall be e? - er in yain, We*ll 

"II 




bar • vest will bring as a bless-ed re-ward. 

gather bright shea?9s when the harvest appears. We shall reap if we faint not, 

work in His vine-yard thro' snnshine and rain. 




by and by, Treasures im-mor-tal that ney-er de-cay. Crowns of re« 




joic-ing that fade not a - way,We shall reap if we famt not, by and by. 



No. 15. 

C« H« M* . 



Make Him Yours. 

wopvmoHT, iwe, by chas. h. qamuii. 

W. E. M* HAGKLEMAN, OWNER. 
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Mft* C« H« MOffH* 




1. I am stand-ing now on the prom-is - es of God, On the Bock that 

2. All my sins are lost in the fount-am of His blood; Of my cleansing 

3. When earth's cares press hard, Jesns knows and understands, And the oQ of 




ev-er-more en-dnres; And this song I nng as I jour-ney on my way, 
He my sonl as-snres; I want all the world of His sav-ing grace to know; 
gladness on ns pours; You may have Him now as your Savior and your Lord; 




Qaimthe prom-is-es,andmake Him yours. 

Trust the Savior now,and make Him yours.He is my Savior, He 19 my 

He is my Redeemer; make Him yours. He la my Savior, Heismj 




Savior,Chri8t,the friend of sumers, will you make Him yours? He is my 

make Him yoont He is nj 




No. 16. 



Sikloand Ckonu. 



The Other Fellow. 

OOPYimiHT, 1*11, BY ROBT. H. COLEMAN. 
WORM AND MUaiC. 



CIms. H« Oabrlel. 




1. Are yoQ cheer-fol, brave and pray'r-fnl? Has your heart grown mel-low? 

2. Are yon wea - ry, lone and drear - y? Would yon have it end - ed?' 

3. Are yon yeam-ing to be learn - ing More to love an - oth - er? 




F' 8 1- r 
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Find an • oth - er, friend and broth-er, Help the oth - er fel - low. 

Ton'll be brightened,cheered and lightened, When you've meo be-friend - ed. 

Self-con-fess - ing brings the bless - ing, Lift a fal - len broth - er. 
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Chorus. 
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oth - 

-0 



er 

er 



fel . 
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low needs 

* low 



yoor care, 



He*s 



needs yoar cere, 
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at your side, he's ev - 'ry - where, The Sav -ior watch - es from a- 

The Say - ior watch - es 
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bove, He cheers, he helps yon with His love. 

from a - bove. He cheers, lie helps yon with His 
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love. 
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No. 17. 



With Me All the Way. 



OOPVfUQHT, 1907, BV OHAS. H. QABMEL. OWNED BY A. H. COLEMAN, DALLAS, T^. 

Mrs. N. P. C. Mrs. Nellie Piece Chendler. 
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1. There's a Bongwith-in my heart to-day (to-day), And re-joic-ing go I on my 

2. Oh, this song shall be a song of trust (of trnst). For His ways are alwaysright and 

3. Thro' Hisgracel'llsing the yic-tor'ssong, In His 8trength,for right be firm and 

I vio-tor's Bong, 




way (my way);ForI'yefomidaFriendandGiiide,and,what-ey-er may be-tide, 
just (and jast); And I do notwalk a-lone, since He's called me for His own, 
8trong(and strong); Tho' temptations may assail, in His name I shall pre- raU, 




Fine. Chorus. 
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tT^ "^ " , ' For my Sav - ior will be 

He has promised to be with me all the way. p^, ^^ g^^ ^^ 






with me all the way I .... Is thesongmyheartissing-ing all the 

will be with me all fhe wayl Is the song my heart is 
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day; . . . Thenwhate- vflshall Ifeikr,mthmyFrieiidand6mdeBonearT 

sinff-inff all the day; 



No. 18. 



B. B. Hewitt. 

Not taoful. 



He Will not Turn You Away. 

OerVRMHTf INfiy BY H. N. LINCOLN. 
AU RMHTS RESERVEO. 



H. N. Lincola. 




1. Come free - ly to Je • sos and tell Hun your need, He will not 

2. ''E-nong^ and to spare" in His bonn-ti-fal hand. He will not 

3. Gome tell Him the sor - row that bnr-dens your heart, He will not 

4. When soon-er or lat-er the night shad-ows fall, He will not 



mhU f^ h i rH~h 





torn you a 
tmnyon a 
torn you a 
turn yon a 



way 
way 
way 
way 



Tour sins He will pardon, your soul He will feed, 
''The God of all grace" will His bless-ing icom-mand, 
Peace, com-fort and conr - age are His to im - part, 
''Come, dwell in His pres-ence" bright an-gels will call. 



7-p- 
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Refrain. 




He will not turn you a -way. He will not torn you a -way,.... 

a -way. 




He will not torn you 



a - way; Come, trust in His name. He is 

a • way; 




ev - er the same. He will not turn you a 

will not torn yoa a - way. 




No. 19. Somebody Loves You: Tis Jesus. 



Laorene Hlgtafleld. 



OOPYRMHT, 1»1l, By e. W. BEAZLEY. «. -. - 

WOR06 AND Muaic. Suiiiel W. BMStoF. 




1. Though yoa are help - less and lone - ly and [poor, Some - bod - y 

2. Though yon are wc . - fry and tri - als come fast, Some - bod - y 

3. Though yon have grie . d him and sad - dened hb heart. Some - bod - y 

4. Though you are fri nd - less and dark sc .liS .the way, Some - bod - y 





loves you: 'tis Je - sus; Tho' bit - ter sor - rows you have to en - dure, 
loves you: 'tis Je - sus; EQs str rgth will com-fort you un - to the Jast, 
loves you: 'tis Je -sus; Ton in his ten - der - ness still have a part, 
loves you: 'tis Je - sus; There is one friend who for - ev - er will stay, 

js~± ^# # tf I §t — p ^ ^ ^ • 




vs/. 



3ome - bod - y loves you: 'tis Je - sus. Some - bod - y loves you where- 




Jesus is Galling, 

COPYRIGHT, 1S9e, BV E* O* EXCfitX, 
WORD6 AND MU8IC. 



P.5. SlMfwrd. 



-Miijij' 
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1. Je - SOS, tiie Sav - ior, is call - ing for thee, "Coine,heaT-y la - den one, 

2. Ye who are wan-der-ingnowfar a -way, Heed the blest mes-wige, why 

3. Je - 808 8till aeeka thee a- far from the fold, Ont on the monntain so 
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come nn - 1« me; I mil thy soul from its bnr - dens set free'' — ^Je - bos 
long - er de - lay? Why from His pres-ence so long wilt thou stay? Je - sns 
dark and so cold; Tom to Him now— in His arms He'll en - fold— Je - sns 




is caU - ing for thee! Je - sos is call - - mg, ten - der - ly 

Call - inff for thee. 




call - - ing, Je - SOS is call-ing, caU-ing for thee; Je - sus is call - - - 

call - ing for thee, Call - ing for 




u k b • ^ ^ 

ing, ten-der-ly call - - ing, Je- sns is call-ing, call-ing for thee, 

thee, call - ing for thee, 
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Si 
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No. 21. 



L.O.P. 



My father Leads Me. 

OOPYRIQHT, ttll, BY ROBT. H. COLEMAN. 
WOROBANO MUSIC. 



Ch«5. H. Oabriel. 




1. My Fa-ther leads me, and con-tent, I trust in Him to choose my way; 

2. My Fa-ther leads,and oft - en-times, Thro' thorny paths,my wea-ry feet, 

3. And whan I reach the nv - er wide Whose stormy wa-ters dark - ly flow, 




^fHf - HH 





I know my Fa-tber lead-eth me. He lead-eth me, He lead-eth me. 
For as my days my strength shaUbe- I know my Fa- ther lead-eth me. 
And there my song shall ev - er be I know my Fa- ther lead-eth me. 





He lead - - eth me, I know my Fa-ther lead*eth me. 

He letd - ekh me» He lead - etti me, ... . 

JLJ. 




l^ hMin i 



No. 22. Whom, Having Not Seen, I Love. 



MftOd PffSMT. 



OOPYIIIQHT, 1VM, BY OHM. H. MBRieL. 
OOPVRIQHT, 1WM, BY E. O. EXOELL. 



ChM. H. OibrM. 




1. A Friend have I who standeth near, To com-fort me and stiU each fear; 

2. In vain may fan - cy strive to trace My Sav-ior's beauty and His grace; 

3. The pre-cions hope I have each day II • In-mines all my earth-ly way, 

4. With that fair man-aion e'er in view, My pil-grim jour-ney I pnr-soe, 
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It is my Lord and Sav-ior dear, Whom, hav-ing not seen, I 

More fair than I can dream. His face. Whom, hav-mg not seen, I 

That He will take me home to stay. Whom, hav-ing not seen, I 

And try my Sav - ior's will to do. Whom, hav-ing not seen, I 



idve. 
love, 
love, 
love. 




Cbobub. 

^ 
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And He is pre-par-ing a place .... For me in His home a - bove, . . • 

And He is pre-par-inff a place For me in His home apbore* 







Where I shall be-hold His face, . . • • Whom, having not seen, I love. 

Where I shall be - hold His face. 



V- 




No. 23. 



B. O. B. 



Grace, Enough for Me. 

WORDS AND MUSIC COPVRMHT, 1S05, BY E. O. EXOCLU 
INTERftATIONAL OOPYRIQHT SECURED. 



B. O. BzcilU 



| ^j,i'li:i'j:i 




1. In look -ing thro' my tears one day, I saw Mount Cal - ya - ry;. 

2. While standing there, my trembling heart, Once full of ag • o - ny, 

3. When I be - held my . ev - 'ry sin Nailed to the cm - el tree^ 

4. When I am safe with-m the veil, My por-tion there will be. 



( g):, b u n 
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Beneath the cross there flowed a stream Of grace, e-nough for me. 

Conld scarce belieye the sight I saw Of grace, e-nough for me. (enoagliforme.) 

I felt a flood go thro' my soul Of grace, e-nough for me. 

To sing thro' all the years to come Of grace, e-nough for me. 




Ghobus. 




Grace is flowing from Calvary, • . Grace as fathomless as the sea, • • 

Grace is flow-ingfromCal-ya-ry forme, Grace as fath-om-Iess as the roll-inff sea* 




Grace for time and e-ter-ni-ty, . . « Grace, . . enough for me. 

Grace for time and e- ter-ni-ly, His a-bnn-dant grace I see, e-noagbfor me. 







No. 24. 

C H. 0. 



Growing Dearer Each Day. 

OOPVmOHT» 1M7, BY CHAt. N. QAMWL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



ChM. H. Oabrtol. 




1. How sweet is the love of my Savior 1 'T is bound-less and deep as the sea; And 

2. I know He is ev-er be-6ideme( E - ter - ni-ty on - ly will prove The 

3. Wher-ev - er Heleadslwillfol-low, Thro'sor-row, or shadow, or sun; And 

4. Some dayfacetofacel shaliseeHim^Andoh, what a joy it will be To 




best of it all, it is dai - ly 6row-ing sweet -er and sweeter to me. 
heightandthedepthof Hismercy, And the breadth of His in - fi-nite love, 
tho' I be tried m the fnr-nace, I can say,'* Lord, Thy will be it done." 
know that Hislove, now so precionSyWiUfor-ev - er grow sweeter to inel > 
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Sweet - er andsweeterto me, .... Dear - er and 

Sweet-«r to me, grow .- ingsweefc^r to m»2_^ Dear - er oAch day, . 

m m m m m • Tim • \>a 




t g r n 



dear - er each day; . . . Oh, 

grow - ing dear -er each day; Oh, 



wdn - - der-fnllove of my 

won-der-fal love, love of my 




Sav 

Say 



ior. Grow - ing dear - - er each step of my way! 

ior. Grow - ing dear - er and dear - er each step of my way! 




INo. 25. 



Christ at the Door. 

COPYRIQHT, 1889, BY E. 0. EXCELL. 



Piwik Aa SiBplciiis* 




1. Be •hold, aStran-ger at thedoorl He gen-tly knocks, hasknocked before; 

2. love - ly at - la-tade I He stands With melting heart and la - den hands; 

3. Bnt will He proye a Friend in-deed? He will— the ver - y Friend you need; 

4. Ad-mit Him ere His an - ger bom— His feet, de-part-ed, ne'er re -turn; 



J:M ilf'f.U.f-^ 




Has wait- ed long, is wut-ing still; You treat no oth-er friend so ill. 
matchless kindness I and He shows This matchless kmdness to His foes. 
The Friend of sin-ners? yes, 'tis He, With garments dyed on Gal - va - ry. 
Ad - mit Him, or the hour's at hand You'll at His door re - ject - ed stand. 




He isknock-ing, gen-tly knock-ing. He is 

He is knock-ing, gen -Uy knock-ing, He is knock-ing, gen-fcly knock-ing. He is 




\>^^\>^ 
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knock - ing at your door; . . . 'Tis Je-sus knocking 

knocking, gen - tty knocking si your door, st yoor doon 'T is Je - sas knocking, knocking. 




gen-tly at your door,— 



Why will ^ you have Him turn a-way? 



gen - Qy al yonr door. He is knocking," Why wili, why will you have Him turn a - way? 



No. 26. I Want to Do Something for Jesus. 



S. W. JOBM. 



OOPVmOHT, ItIO, IV WOOOIE W. MIITH. 



Woodle W. Smith. 




1. I want to do some-thing for Je - sob, He sof-fer'd and died on the tree; 

2. I want to do some-thing for Je - bos, Be-canse He from sin made me free; 

3. I want to do some-thmg for Je - sos, His servant I'm will-ing to be; 

4. I want to do some-thing for Je - sos, That others His great love may see; 








That I thro' His death might have par-don^He's done so much for 

He res - cned my soul from all dan-ger, He's done so much for 

I'll ten of His love and His mer - cy, He's done so much for 

For - ey - er I'U sing the sweet sto - ry, He's done so mnch for 



mel 
me! 
mel 
mel 
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Refrain. 




I want to do some-thing for Je - sns, Tho' weak and nn-wor-thy I be; 
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^ ^ u 




^^m 




I'll la - bor for Him, my dear Say - ior— He's done so mnch for me! 

^9 
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No. 27. 



Wm. StoraaMa. 



Blessed Friend. 

COPYRIQHT, 1909, BY E. O. EXCEU.. 
WOROa AND MU8IC. 




Joo, R. Swenay. 

L 
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1. What a bless-ed friend is 

2. What a bless-ed friend is 

3. What a bless-ed friend is 

4. What a bless-ed friend is 



Je - snsi When I come to Him in need; 

Je - sns! How He calms my gnilt- y fears, 

Je - sosl How He fills my soul with joy; 

Je - sns! Saints and ser - aphs join yonr strains; 
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Ghoic-est bless-ings doth He show - er When His prom-is - es I plead. 
When my eyes to Him np - lift - ed, Show my sad, re - pent-ant tears, 
ye ransomed, sing His prais-es, And yonr sweetest notes em -ploy. 
Harps and voi - ces all u - nit - ing, Praise the Lamb that ev - er reigns. 
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Chobds. 
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Bless - ed friend, dear - est friend. What a bless - ed friend is Je - snsI 



^ 
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Bless- ed friend, dear - est friend, What a bless - ed friend is 



i 
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Je - sns* 
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No. 28. ''Christ Jesus Died for Sinners/' 



W. A. O. 



OOPVRKIHT, 1887, BY E. O. EXOELL. 
WORM AND MUSIC. 



W. A O8d0a. 




1 . There's a won-der-fnl theme in the gos - pel tongae, As e'er was heard, as 

2. 'Tis a won-der-fnl theme, and I oft have read How Je - sns bowed His 

3. 'Tis a won-der-fnl theme, that the Lord should give His life that I might 




ir ^ L/ 




e'er was snng. And thro' the world the message rung, ''Christ Jesnsdied for onners." 
wear - y head; "'Tis finished!'' to the world He said: "Christ Jesns died for sinners." 
life re-ceive; And now He bids me look and live: "Christ Jesus died for sinners." 




Chorus. 




Tell the mes - sage o'er a-gain, Je-sus died... forsin-fulmen; 

Tell Uie message o'er agaiii, o*er again, Jesus died for sinful men, sinful men; 





Sound the word, .... and make it plain: ' 'Christ Je-sus died for sin - ners. ' ' 

Sound the word, and make it plain, make it plain: 



No. 29. 



w. n. o. 



Be A Shining Li^ht. 

COPYnOHT, ISff « BY ROBT. H. COLEMAN. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Chat. H. Qalirlel. 

« 




\ u "■ u 

1. Do yoQ try to tell the sto - ry, Of the Sav-iofs precious love? 

2. Are yon seek-ing out the lost ones Whom the Sav-ior died to win? 

3. Have you made a con - se - era - tion Of your time and earth-ly store? 





^ ^ U Hi /j i4^^ ^fP 



Are you hun - ger - ing and thirst - ing Ev - er-more your love to prove? 
Are you show - ing them the fount - ain That can wash a • way all sin? 
If your all is on the al - tar, Then the Mas-ter asks no more. 




Cbobus. 



^m 



^ 
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Be a shin - - - ing light for Je - - sua! Speak of 

Be a shin-inflr liffbt, a shin-inff liebt for Je-sqsl 



I k I uF ^- 
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Htm wher-e'eryoQ go;.. 

Sprak in pndse •! Him where er • et yoa m*y go; 



Be a wit 
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Be a dai-lywil- 
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of the Mas • ter That His love the world may learn to know. 

ness for Ihe blessed Mas-ter ^al His love the 



No. 30. 



All Glory Be Thine. 

OOPVniOHT, 10M, BY E. O. EXOCLL. 
WORM AND MUMC. 



Jno. R. SwoMy. 




1. Thou on-ly art ho - ly, Thou on-Iy the Lord; Truth, mer-cy, and 

2. Thou on-ly art ho - ly; In Thee is our trust; Thy laws are un - 

3. Thou on - ly art ho - ly; The an-gels in light With prophets and 




judg-ment Shine forth in Thy word. Thou rul-est and reign -est 
diang-ing, Thy stat-utes are just. All na-tionsand peo - pie 
mar - tyrs Their an-thems u - nite. Thou on - ly art ho - ly, 



hvf. \ :\ n ^ I i ^hv ^^ 




All oth-ers a - bove; Thy throne is e - ter - nal, Thy scep-ter is love. 
Be-fore Thee shall fall, The Fa-ther, Be-deem-er, And Sav-ior of all. 
An-cient of days; The boundless ere- a - tion Is filled with Thy praise. 




Chobus. I I 




Thy reign er - er - last - ing, Thy kmg-dom di - vine. 




J 



No. 31. 

C. S. N. 



His Way With Thee. 



OOPYRiOHT, IBM, BY H. L. OtLMOUR, WENONAH, N. J. 

USED BY PER. Rcv. Cyruj S. NuslMain. 




1. Would you live for Je - sua and be always pure and good? Would you walk with 

2. Would you have Him make you free,and follow at His call? Would you know the 

3. Would you in His kingdom find a place of constant rest? Would you prove Him 



^f-fijj^? f i \^. ^J^ 





Him with - in the nar - row road?Would you have Him bear your bur-den, 
peace that comes by giv - mg aU? Would you have Him save you, so that 
true each prov - i - den - tial test? Would you in His serv - ice la - bor 




Chobds. 
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car - ry all your load? Let Hun have His way with thee. 

yon need nev - er fall? Let Him have His way with thee. His pow'r can make you 

al - ways at your best? Let Him have His way with thee. 




!• i: f \ i. j j i \ U JM 




what yon ought to be; His blood can cleanse your heart and make you free; His love can 




fill your soul, and you will see 'Twasbest for Him to have His way with thee. 



No. 32. 

c. H. a 



That Will Be Glory. 

OOPVRMHT, 1WW, lY E. O. EXOELL. 
WOIUM AND MUWO. 



ChM. H. OabrleL 
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1. When all my la -bora and tri-als are o'er, And I am safe on that 

2. When, by the gift of His in - fin- ite grace, I am ac-cord-ed in 

3. Friends will be there I have loved long a - go; Joy like a ri?-er a- 




beaa - ti - ful shore, Just to be near the dear Lord I a - dore, 
heav-en a pUice, Jnst to be there and to look on His face, 
ronndme will flow; Yet, jnst a smile from my Sav-ior, I know, 
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WHl tiiro' the a - ges be g^o - ry f or me . . that will be 
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glo - ry for me, G' 
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o-ryforme, glo-ryfor me; When by His grace 



be 



glo-ry for me, 



Qlo-ry for me, 



 • « • 
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I shall look on His face. That will be glo - ry, be glo - ry for 



me. 



Na 33. 

A. H. Ackky. 



Satisfied. 



IIUMO GOPVRiaHT, 10W, BY B. D. AOKLCY. 
E. O. EXGCLL, OWNBII. 



B. D. Acktoy, 
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1 . When I have fin - ished my pil-grim-age here, When shall have Tanishad temp- 

2. When I am tronb-led by grief and de - spair, Grace ney - er fail - ing a- 

3. When I have tray-eled the waywith my Lord, Goont-ing the mile-posts by ' 




b^^ 



ta - tion and fear, 
waits m^ up there; 
faith in His word, 



^^^^^m 



As in the arms of His loye I a - bide. 
Will - ing to trust Him what • ev • er be - tide, 
Liy -ing and dy - ing with Him at my side, 




Chobus. 




I shall be sat - is - 



rnSffi 



fied, I.... ....... shall be sat - is- 

I BhaU be sat - is • flad, I shiil be 

r f f 'r r 





~w — f — f 

led, I............' shall be sat • b- fied; 

sat • ifl • fled, I Bball be sat - is - fied, I shall be sat - is - fled; 
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No. 34. 



p. p. a. 



'•Whosoever Will." 

TNB JtHN WUMH 00«f OWNCM OF OOfVnQMT* 
U8ED BY PML 



P. P. BUM. 




1* "Who-80^T - er heareth," about, shout the Bomidl Spread the bless-ed ti - dings 

2. Who-Bo-er - er com - eth need not de - lay, Now the door is o - pen, 

3. **Who-80-eT - er will," the prom - ise se - cure, "Who - so - ev - er will," for 





an the world a -round; Spread the joy - fid news wher - er - er man is fonnd: 
en - ter while yon may; Je • sos is the tme, the on • ly Liy - ing Way: 
ev - er must en«dnre; "Who - so-er -> er will," 'tis life for • e? - er-more: 

h fc h ^ 




"Who - so - ev « er will may come.''"Who-so-e? - er will, who - so-ev-er will," 




w 




Send the proc-la - ma - lion o - ver vale and hill; 'Us a lov - ing Fa-ther 
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calls the wan - d^rer home: "Who • so • ev - er wOl, may come." 
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No. 35. 



W. M. UtMiMn. 



A Sinner Made Whole. 

OOPVmQHT, 1tOe« by CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 
OOPVHMHT, 1807, BY E. O. EXCELL 



ChM. H. dibrkl. 




1. There's a song in my heart tiiat my lips can-not sing, 'Tis praise in the 

2. I shall stand one day faultless and pure by His throne,Transformed from my 

3. All the mn - sic of heaven, so per-fect and sweet, Will blend with my 

1— |^i±: 




high -est to Je-sns, 'my King; Its mn-sic each moment is thrilling my soul, 
im - age conformed to His own;Then I shall find words for the song of my sonl, 
song and will make it complete;Thro' a - ges mi-end - ing the ech- oes will roll. 




No« 36. I Cannot Help but Love Him. 



JolUA.WUliaoM. 



OOPVMQHT, IMS, BY OHAS. H. OABRICL. 
I. O. BUOELL, OWMU. 



ChM. H. Qcbrlel. 




can-not help but love Him, His pre-cioos name a-dore; With ev - 'ly 

2. I can-not help but love Him, He does so much for me; He saves me 

3. I can-not help bat love Him, For sav-ing oth-ers, tool For heal-iog 

^ -^ ^ -f- -0- -0- M M ^ ^ ^ ]• ^ 
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pass-ing mo-ment I love Him more and more; He is so kind and 
from temp-ta-tion. From bond-age sets me free; Each mo-ment is so 
and ere - at - ing Their sin - f ul hearts a - new; He makes the des-ert 



aiijttxt f' H i f 1 1! !^ 



D. S. — He is io hind and 




pa-tient. So mer - ci - f ul and true; 'Tis Je - sus, do yon know Him; And 
pre-cions, So full of joy and love; In - cess-ant - ly 'tis streaming From 
plac-es To blos-som like the rose; His pres-ence like a riv - er Of 
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pa-tientf So mer - et - fid and true; 'Tie Je • bub, do you know Sim; And 

Fine Chobus. 




will you love Him, too? 
heav'nly courts a - bovel I love Him, I love HimI I'll tell it 
joy a-round me flows. 




will yon love Him, too? 



D.S. 




o'er and o'er; I love Him, I love Him Each mo-ment more and more! 
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No. 37. 



p. D. M. 





On to Victory. 

COPYRIQHT, 1911, BY ROBT. H. COLEMAN. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Chat. H. Qabriel. 



irS^ 
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1. Soldiers for whom the Sav-ior bled, On in your Captain's foot-steps tread! 

2. Sol • dier be loy - all on with mel Soon all the hosts of sin will flee, 

3. Now by the ran-som which He gave. And by His tri-nmph o'er the grave, 



fet^ 
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F.ol-low your Master and be led On to vie - to - ryl See how thy foe-men • 
Tonr great reward before yon see Shining from on high! Come,bold-ly take the 
Trust in His mighty pow'r to save Firm and faithful be; And when the last dark 

r: J .M»- J _ . ' -0- -0- -0. -0.ii. 




take. the groufidlHarklhow the sig-nal tram - pets sound! List! how the ac-cents 
glo - nous field! Ton may be slain, but nev • er yield Ton shall inscribe up- 
hour is nigh, Tears shall not dim the war-riofs eye; Yon shall in death with 




pour around Cheering mel-o - dy. 

on your shield,"yict'ry,tho' I die! ' ' Soldiers for whom the Savior bled,On in your 

joy - ful cry Grasp the vic-to-ry. 
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Captain's footsteps tread;Follow your Master and be led On to vic-to - ry . 




No. 38. 



B* B* Ite^ltt* 



Coming to Thee, 

OOPVRIOHT, 1900, IV UZZIE E. tWENET. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



JttOf K* dWMMy« 




^^ 




1. Too long have I wandered, too long roamed afar, Un-heeding the beams of 

2. Thy sweet in - ti - ta - tion is cheer-ing my soul, Like music from heay-ea 

3. I need the fnll deans-ing of Cal - ya - ry 's tide; The robe, fair and spotless^ 

4. Oh, make me so steadfast, so true and sin -cere, TU fol-low Thee whol-ly. 




the bright Morning Star; Bnt stiU its fair bean-ty is shin - ing for me, So 
the soft ech-oes roH; Thy cross,in my ref-nge. Thy promise my plea. For 
Thy grace will pro-yide; Thy riches are boundless. Thy mer- cy is free. So 
dis - miss - ing all fear; My strength andsalyation, my yic - to - ry be. For 







now I am com -ing, my Say-ior, to Thee, Com - - ing to 

/IN /VN Gom-infftoThee, I am 
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Thee, . • • Com - - ing to Thee; , . . . Whilst 

com - ins: to Thee, Com - ing io Thee, I un com - ing to Thee; Whilst Thoa ut 




Thou art call - - mg me, I- m com-ing my Say - ior, to Thee. 

call -ing. art call -ing for me, ^ ^"tn 




? It k u y i^i 




No. 39. 



C. H, O. 



May I be Paithful. 

OOPVRKiHTf IWe, BY 0HA8. H. QABMEL* 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Clias. H. aabrteL 




1. The Mas-ter has gone to a dis^tant country And left me a charge to keep, 

2. There's labor for me that no oth - er can do, A place I a - lone can fill; 

3. Shall oth-ers go forth to the field of harvest Whfle I with the i-dlers stand? 

4. The day that shall break for my Lord's appearing,He hath not revealed to me, 
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A work in His vmeyard, a field for reaping, A shepherd to gnard Hi%9heep. 
Thenwhyshonldl not be among the chosen, Be - joic-ing to do His will? 
The tal - ent He gave me, shall I not use it, In fol-low-mg His com-mandf 
Tet if He bnt find me a faith-fol serv-ant A glo - ri - ons day 'twill be. 




service, Earnest in all that I do; May I be faith-folI Oat in the 
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field may He find me. When He re - tom-eth, pa-tient and loy-al and tme! 



No. 40. The Answering Time Will Gome. 



Jlary B. Wingato. 



OOPYinOHT, 1908, BY JAMES M. BUCK. 
USED BY PEA. 



James fl. Black. 




1. Ask what thou wilt, be - liev-ing heart, The annswer-ing tame will come; 

2. Ask in the name of Christ thy Lord, The an-swer-ing time will come; 

3. God's Word is sore, it can - not fail. The an-swer^ing time will come; 

4. God will not mock be - liey-mg pray'r. The an-swer-ing time will come; 
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Fray and be-Heye— that is thy part, The an-swer-mg time will come. 

Best on the prom-ise of His word, The an-swer-ing time will come. 

The pray'r of faith shall yet pre - vafl, The an-swer-ing time will come. 

He knows the bur-den tiiou dost bear. The an-swer-ing time will come. 




Ghobus. 




The an-swering time will come, The an-swer-ing time will come, 

will come, win come. 
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The' dark the way, still trust and pray. The an-swer-ing time will come. 




No. 41. What Have You Done for Jesus? 



K. C. H. 



OOPYMOHT, 1011, BY HOST. H. OOLEMAN. 

WORDS AND MUSIC. Mfs. Kste C. Htnkle. 




4 ^ J I h^' -^Sc- 







1. Have yon done aught for Je - sob Who did so much for thee? He left a 

2. What have you giy-en, broth-er? God gave His on - ly Son, HIb whole life- 

3. Have you left aught for Je - sus Loved ones, houses, or lands? Great is the 
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roy-al palace And died for you and me; What have you done?Whathave you 
time to Buf - fer For sin, by death,a-tone;What have you giv'n?What have you 
promise to us An hundred-fold re-turn; What have you left?What have you 




ggS^ 




done? Oh, measure your life by His; He tramped this world a stranger. And day by 
giv'n? Tour children, your talents, all? Give Him each golden moment. As with bright 
left? The world and its van-i-ties? He left a heaven's glories And joys, un- 
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day in danger; Would you do that, my hearer For Him or one of His? 
gems you've sown it, Your money,tho 'ts and deeds an,For His use ev-er-more. 
dreamed of by us, Leave all, take your cross daily, Follow Hun ev-er-more. 
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No. 42. 

C. H. Q. 



Sunshine and Rain. 

OOPymOHJ, 1M2, BY 0HA8. H. OABRIEL. 
WOROa MiO MUSIC. E. C . EXOEU, OWNER. 



Chas. H. Oabiiel. 



mmm^^^^^ 




1. Had we on - ly sun-shine all the year a-roond, Without the Uess-ing 

2. Had we not a sor-row or a cross to bear, For Him who bore the 

3. Can we prize the son-shine and de-plore the rain, Be - pin - mg when the 




of re-fresh-ing rain, ^' Would we scat^ter seed up-on the fallow ground, 
bur - den of our sin , Would we know the sweetness of His love and care, 

days are dark and drear? Can we hope for {Measures, yet de-ny the pain, 





Chorus, k hs 
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And hope to gath - er flow - ers, fruit and grain? 

Or e - yen strive e - ter - nal joys to win? Sun - shine and rain re- 

Or share the joys of life with -out the tear? 




p'iUiiu^kirt^-'^ 




freshing, reviving run, Light of faith and love. Showers from above I Sunshine and 




rain, to nour-ish the growing grun. Send us, Lord, the sunshine and the rdn. 



No. 43. There's a Great Day Coming. 



W t,T. 



U8ED BY PER W. L. THOMPSON A 00. 
EAST UVERPOOL, O., AND OHICAQO. 
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1. There's a great day com-ingy A great day com - ing, There's a 

2. There's a bright day com -ing, A bright day com - ing, There's a 

3. There's a sad day com -ing. A sad day com - ing, There's a 
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great day com-iog by and by; When the saints and the sin - ners shall be 
bright day com-ing by and by; But its bright-ness shall on - ly come to 
sad day com-ing by and by; YHien the sin - ner shall hear his doom/'de- 
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part - ed right and left, Are yon read - y for that day 
them that love the Lord, Are you read - y for that day 
part, I know ye not," Are yon read-y for .that day 



to come? 
to come? 
to come? 
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Are yon read - y? Are you read - y? Are you read - y for the 
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judg-ment day? Are you ready? Are you read-y for the judgment day? 

Sdtzl 







No. 44. The Way of the Gross Leads Home. 



OOPVIMHT, IMM, BY OHAS. N. OAMUCL. 
OOPVnOHT, Ig07, BV E. O. EXCELL. 



ChM. H. OnbrM. 




1. I must needs go home by the way of the croes, There's no oth -er 

2. I most needs go on in the Uood-sprinkled way, The path that the 

3. Then I bid fare- well to the way of theworid, To walk m it 
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way but this; I shall ne'er get nght of the Gates of Light, 
Sav - ior trod, If I ev - er climb to the heights sab - lime, 
ney - er more; For my Lord says "Come," and I seek my home. 
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Ghobus. 




If the way of the cross I miss. 
Where the soul is at home with God. 
Where He wdts at the o- pen door. 



Hie way of the cross leads 




home, The way of the cross leads home; It is 

leads home, leads home; 




sweet to know, as I on -ward go. The way of the cross leads home. 
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fio. 45. I Want to Live Closer to Jesus. 




oopymoHT, leoe, tv ch^ h. oabmel. 
BrowB PouimU. e. o. exoeu, owner. 



CliM. H. Oabrial. 
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1. I want to live dos - er 

2. I want to five clos - er 

3. I want to live dos - er 




to Je - BUS,— My vis - ion so 
to Je - BOS, For oft - en I 
to Je - BD8, Still clos - er and 




9 WW 

oft - en is dim; To look on His face and be filled with His grace, 

f ol - low a - far; His voice I would hear sounding close to my ear 

doB-er each day; Till clasp -ing His hand I shall en - ter the land 







Cbobub. 







I want to liveclos-er to Hun. 

To tell what His prom-is - es are. Qos-er to Je-sns, dos-er to 

Where I shall be near Him for aye. 

i 
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Je - BUS, GloB • er to £Bm I would be: 



To look on His 
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face and be filled with His grace, I want to live clos-er to Him. 
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No. 46. 



c. H. a 



I Will Not Tor^t Thee. 

OOPyRlQHT, 1889, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDB AND MUSIC. 




^m 



1. Sweet is the promise — "I will not forget thee," Nothing can mo-lest or 

2. Tmst-ing the promise — "I will not forget thee," Onward will I go with 

3. When at the gold-en por-tals I am standing, All my trib - n - la-tions. 




torn my sonl a -way; E'en tho' the night be dark with-in the val - ley, 
songs of joy and love; Tho' earth de-spise me, tho' my friends forsake me, 
all my sorrows past. How sweet to hear the bless-ed proc-la-ma-tion. 




Just be-yond is shining one e - ter-nal day. 

I shall be remembered in my home above. I will not forget thee or 

' 'Enter, faithfulservant, welcome home atlast I ' ' i ^^m not forget thee, I will ner-er 




leave thee; In my hands I '11 hold thee, in my arms I '11 fold thee; I wiO 

leayethee; ' I will not for -get 



m: [ \f. 




not for-get thee or leave thee; I am thy Be-deem-er, I will care for thee. 

thee, for - get '^ 




No. 47. 

B. B. Hewitt. 

1^ 



Will There be any Stars? 

OOPYRIOHT, 1897, BY JNO R* 8WENEY 
USED BY PER OF L. E. flWENEYf EXECUTRIX. 

^ ti 



Jao, R. Sweney. 
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1. I am think-ing to*day of that beaa-ti - ful land I ih^ reach when the 

2. In the strength of the Lord let me la - bor and pray, Let me watch as a 

3. Oh, what joy it will be when His face I be-hold, Liv-ing gems at His 



^ta^ 




sun go- elli down; When thro' won-der-ful grace by my Sav-ior I stand, 
win- ner of souls; That bright stars may be mine in the glo - ri - ous day, 
feet to lay down; It wonld sweeten my bliss in the cit - y of gold. 





Chords. 






Will there be an - y stars in my crown? 

When His praise like the sea-bil-low rolls. Will there be an - y stars, an • y 

Should there be an -y stars in my crown. 




stars in my crovn When at eT-'ning the Ban go-eth down? When I 

khdownt 
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wake frith the blest In the mansions oi rest, Will there be an-y stars in my crown? 

8a>y stars inmycrownf 




No. 48. 



I Would be of Use to Thee. 



H. N. UooolD. 



BY PCIMIMION OF H. N. UNOOIN, 
OWNED OF OOPYnOHT. 



P. A. 




i lU' jV' i i i 



1. In the vineyaid of theMas-ter Is there an - y work for me? 

2. I would senre Thee, Messed Je-sns, At Thy feet I fain would be, 

3. Win-mngsonlsforThydearkmg-dom; Un- de-serv-ingtho' I be, 

4. the joy of sach a serv - ice,— Soon myMas-ter'sfacePU see; 








i 
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Lord, ac - cept my grate-fd senr - ice, 
Hnm -Uy leam-ing wis-dom's les - son,— 
Let me ev-er be found faith -ful. 
Tin Then call'st me, bless- ed Je - sos. 



I would be of use to Thee. 

I would be of use to Thee. 

I would be of use to Thee. 

I would be of use to Thee. 




.Chorus. 




Iwouldbe of use to Thee, I would be of use to Thee; 

of ase lo Tliee, of ase to lliee; 




No. 49. 'Tis so Sweet to Trust in Jesus. 

^ OOPVRIQHT 1tS2, BY WM. J. KIRKPATMOK. 

Mrs. LouiM M. R. StMd. used by per. Wm. J. KirkpRtrlck. 




1. 'Tis 80 Bweet to trust in Je-sus, Just to take Him at His word; 

2. Oh, how sweet to trust in Je-sns, Jnst to trust His cleansing blood; 

3. Tes, 'tis sweet to trust in Je-sus, Just from sm and self to cease; 

4. I'm 80 ^ad I leam'd to trust Thee, Precious Je - sus, Say - ior, Friend; 




Just to rest up -on His promise; Just to know "Thus saith the Lord." 
Justin sim- pie faith to plunge me 'Neath the heal- ing, cleansing flood. 
Just from Je - sus simp - ly tak - ing Life and rest, and joy and peace. 
And I know that Thou art with me, WUt be with me to the end. 




Refrain. 




Je-Bus, Je-sus, how I trust Hun I How I've proved Him o'er and o'er I 
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Je- 8U8, Je - sus, pre - cious Je - susi for grace to trust Him more. 




^^ 



f 



No. 50. 

James Rowe. 



Just the Love of Jesus. 



COPYRIGHT, 1809, BY E. O. EXCEU. 
WORM AND MUmC. 



Wm. Edie Marks. 




t U'l i jl 



1. What ismak-inglife so sweet and bright to me? Just the love of Je-sns, 

2. What af-fords me shel - ter when the tempest sweeps? Just the love of Je - sua, 

3. What will help me tri-umph in this earth -ly strife? Just the love of Je - sns, 

4. What will lead me safe a-croas the si - lent sea? Just the love of Je - sus, 




just the love of Je-susI What has made my soul so peaceful, pure, and free? 

just the love of Je*susIWhat,fromdaytoday, mysonl frome - vil keeps? 

just the love of Je-su9lWhat is more to me than wealth, or fame, or life? 

just the love of Je^susJ What will be my song thro' all e-ter-ni-ty? 




Chobus. 




Just the love of Je - sus, my Sav - iorl 



Just the love of Je - sus, 





howsweet! Justthelove of Je-sns makes my joy complete; What will guide my 



soul to that safe re - treat? Just the love of Je - sus, my Sav - iorl 



No. 51. 



Dr. B. T. Cafsel. 



Loyalty to Christ. 

COPYRIGHT, 1B94, 1896, BY E. O. EXCELk. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Flora H. Castel« 



^upi: i \ i'' f'^^f^mi^ 



1. From - ver hill and plain There comes the signal strain, 'Tisloy-al-ty, loy-al-ty, 

2. hear, ye brave,the soond That moves the earth aroand,'Tis loy-al-ty, loy-al-ty, 

3. Come, jom our loy-al throng, We'll rout the giant wrong, 'Tisloy-al-ty, loy-al-ty, 

4. Thestrengthofyouthwelay At Je-sus' feet to-day, 'Tis loy-al-ty, loy-al-ty , 







loy-al-ty to Christ; Its mu-sic rolls a -long, The lulls take up the sQUg, 

loy-al-ty to Christ; A - rise to dare and do, Bing out the watchword true, 

loy-al-ty to Christ; Where Sa-tan's banners float We'll send the bu - gle note, 

loy-al-ty to Christ; His gos - pel we'll proclaim Thro*-out the world's do-main» 
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Chorus. 






Of loy-al-ty, loy-al-ty, Yes, loy-al-ty to Christ. **0n to vic-to-ryl Onto 



eg 
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victory I ' ' Cries our great Commander; * * On I "... . We'll movent His command, 

great Commander; "On!" 



^ ^ ^ 
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We'll soon pos-sess the land. Thro' loy-al-ty, loy-al-ty, Ye8,loy-al-ty to Christ. 

y f " 1  r r-f- 








No. 52./ 



Living in the Sunshfna 



Mri. W. J. KMHMdy. 



OO^RIQHTi IMM, BY H. N. UNOOIN. 
ALL RIOHTS REeERVEO. 



J. P. Conoeil. 




1. liy-ing in thesim-diine of tbeloye of God, TeU of Christ, thy Say-ior, 

2. Liv-ing in tiiescm-shinewill dis- pel thy fears. Give thee songs of glad-neas, 

3. Liv-ing in the son-shine, in the light di-vine, Thon wilt have as-sor-ance 




spread His praise abroad; Tell poor wear-y wan-d'rers of the worid's Delist, 
wipe a - way thy tears; Souls that now are wand'ring far in dn's dark night, 
that the Lord is thine; Win-ning souls for Je - sos with thy shin - ing lig^t; 




Who'lldispeltheirdarknesSjdriveawaytheirnight. Liv - ing in the son-shine 

Thou wfltgoide to Je - bus with thy shining light. 

For thySav-iorshin-ingthro'thedarkestnight. Livincin fite sim-flliine 




JHUJjljMI 



sunshine, liv-ing in the light, Ev - ershinefor Jesus thro' thedarkestnight. 

son-shine, Er-er shine for Je-sas 




No. 53. 



c. H. a. 



Keep the Heart Sin^in^ 

COPYRIOHT, 1002, BY OHAB. H. OABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT, 1007, BY E. O. EXCELL. 



Clias. H. OabrM. 




1. We may light -en toil and care, Or a heav-y bur-den share, With a 

2. If His love is in the soul, And we yield to His con-trol. Sweetest 

3. How a word of love will cheer, £in-dle hope, and ban-ish fear, Soothe a 
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word, a kind- ly deed, or sun-ny smile; We may gir - die day and night 
mu - sic will the lone-Iy hours be - guile; We may drive the clouds a-way, 
pain, or take a - way the sting of guile; Oh, how much we all may do, 



1 ^ D 
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With a ha - lo of de-light. If we keep the heart singing all thewhUe. 
Gheerandbless the darkest day. If we keep the heart singing all the while. 
In the world we trav-el thro' , If we keep the heart singing all the while. 




Keep the heart singing all the while; .... Make the world brighter with a 

sinff-mfiT, singing all the while; brighfc-er, 




smile; ...... Keep the song ringing! lone -ly hours we may be-guile, 

bright-er with a smile; _ . _ _ _ ^f,^ 



No. 54. Nothing Satisfies but Jesus. 



C« H* Ml 



WORM AND MUSIC COPVmQMT, 1t06, BY E. O. EXCEU. j^.-. ^ u m^m^I^ 
INTERNATIONAL OOPVWOHT BECURED. l»ir». W. n. morrn. 




1. Noth - ing sat - 18 - fies bot Je 

2. Since I heard the voice of Je 

3. With His joy my heart is thrill 



SOS, Bread of life tomor-talsgiv'n; 
SOS, Smce miae eyes be -held the King, 
iug, All my hoge in Him I see; 




May His pres-ence now re -fresh us Like the mom-mg dewfromheav'nl 
All my love, my heart's af- fee - tion, All I have, to Him I bring. 
Donbt, andgloom, and fear dis - pel - ling, Christ is AH in all to me. 




g 
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Give me Je - sus, give me Je - sus, Taketheworld,butgiveme Je-sos, 

Give me Je - sas, give me Je - sus, ly 
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To sat - is - fy with ev- 'ry bless-ing, His love and peace my soul pos-sess-ing; 



I 
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To all be - side, my heart re -plies: There's nanght but Je-sns sat - is-fiesi 





No. 55. 



W. A. O. 



He is Able to Deliver Thee. 

COPVRIQHT, 1M7, W E. O EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC* 



^^% Aa OfditU* 
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1. 'Tis the grand -est theme thro' the a - ges rang; 'Tib the grand - est 

2. 'Tis the grand - est theme in the earth or main; 'Tis the grand - est 

3. 'Tis the grand -est theme, let tiie ti - ctings roll To the goilt - y 



N^H-4j-tt^ 




theme for a mor-tal tongoe; 'Tis the grandest theme that the world e'er snng, 
theme for a mor-tal strain; 'Tis the grandest theme, tell the worid a - gain, 
heart, to the sin - ful soul; Look to God in faith. He will make thee whole, 





liv - er thee, He is a - - - ble to de -liv- er thee; Tho* by sm op* 

a - ble, Hs is a - ble ^ 





prest. Go to Him for rest, *'Oar God is a - ble to de • liy - er thee." 

fc, -L^ 




4o. 56. You Nay Have the Joybells. 



J. Bdw. Ruark. 



OOPVWGHT, ItM, BY WM. J. KinCMTmCK. 
UatO BY PKimiMION. 



Wiii.J.KIrk|Mitrick. 




from yon ney - er will de-part; Walk the straight and narrow way , Live for 
those a-ronnd you sweet-ly snow; Words of kindness al-ways say, Deeds of 
He will give to o - ver-come; Tho* nn-seen by mor-tal eye, He is 
ev - 'ry serv-ice you can pay; Bin-ners yon can help to win If your 




Je - sns ev - 'ry day, He will keep the joy-bells nngjng in your heart, 
mer - cy do each day,Then He'll keep the )oy-bells ringing in yonr heart, 
with yon ev - er nigh. And He'll keep the ][oy-bells rin^ng in yonr heart, 
life b pure and clean,And yon keep the joy-bells ringing in yonr heart. 




^9E 
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Cbobus. 



D. S.— He mil keep the joy-bells ringing in your kaert 




Joy - bells ring-ing in yonr heart, Joy -' bells ring-ing 

Binff-inflr in yonr heirl, _ Tou may luve ttie Joy 







^ 



in yonr heart; Take the Savior here below, With yon ev-'ry-where yon go. 
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No. 57. 



Behold the Bridegroom. 

OOPYMOHT, 1881, BY R. E.' HUDSON. 



R. B. Hadfoo. 




1. Are yoa ready for the Bridegroom When He comes, when He comes? Are yon 

2. Ha?e your lamps trimm'd and burning When He comes,when He comes;Have your 

3. We will all go oat to meet Him When He comesywhen He comes; We will 

4. We will chant al - le - In-ias When He comes,when He comes; We will 




^^ 



read-y for the Bridegroom When He comes,when He comeSyBeholdl He comethi 
lamps trinm'd and bnmmgWhen'He comes, when He comes, He quickly cometh! 
all go oat to meet Him When He comes, when He comes. He snre-ly comethi 
chant al - le - lu-ias When He comes,waen He comes;Lo ! now He comethi 




be - holdl He com-ethi Be robed and read - y, for the Bridegroom comes. 
He quick - ly com-eth, soal be read - y when the Bridegroom comes. 
He sure - ly com-eth I We'll go to meet Him when the Bridegroom comes, 
lol now He com-ethl Sing al • le - lu -ia I for the Bridegroom comes. 




D, S, — Be rohtd and read-y for the Bridegroom eomes. 




^^m 
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Be-hold the Bridegroom, for He comes, for He comesi Behold the Bridegroom, 




fcs 



for He conies, for He comesi Behold I He com-ethl be - holdl He com-ethl 
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40.58. 



Softly and Tenderly. 



■V MR. WIU I. TNOMMON * 00., I. UVEIWOOL, O*, AND THI TNOMNON MUMC CO., OHWAttO, U. 



W.L.T. 

PP ^ Verydow. PP 



WIIIL. 




1. Soft - ly and ten-der-ly Je-sus b call -ii)g, Call-ing for you and for me; 

2. Why should we tac-ry when Je-sos is plead-ing, Pleading for yon and for me? 

3. Time is now fleeting, the momenta are passingyPassing from you and from me; 

4. Oh! lor the wonderfol love He has promised, Promised for you and for me; 





See on the portals He's waiting and watchmg,Watching for yon and for me. 
Why should we linger and heed not His mercies,MercieB for you and for met 
Shadows are gathering, death beds are com-ing, Com-ing for yon and lor me« 
Tho* we have sinn'd, He has mercy and pardon, Pardon for you and for me. 




^ Chobub. 




Come home, come home, 

Onue home, eom« home. 



Te who are ymtrrj, come home, 



P^ 



m 



£ 









Ear-nest -ly, ten-der-ly, Je-sos is call-ing, Call-mg, sin-ner, come home! 



/v\ 



1(0.59. 



Why Not To-ni^ht? 



COPVmOHTi 1896, BY J. H. HALL. 



J. Calvio Boshby, 




1. do not let the word de-part, And close thine eyes against the light; 

2. To-mor-row*s son may nev - er rise. To blesD thy long de - Ind - ed sight; 

3. Our Lord in pit - y lin-gers still, And wtit thoa thus His love re- quite? 

4. Onr blesB-ed Lord re - fas - 63 none Who wonld to Him their sools u - nite; 





Poor sin - ner hard - en not your heart. Be saved, 

This is the time, oh, then bo wise, Be saved, 

Be - nounce at once thy stab-bom will, Be saved, 

Be - lieve, o - bey, the work is done, Be saved, 



to - night, 
to • night, 
to - night, 
to - night. 




Chorus. 




1 ^ f Ip- Ij 1^^ 




Wilt then be sav'df Then why 

Witt Ihoa be Bn*d, wilt tt&oa besay'dTThea why nol, 

J. J3i 



m 




not to-night? 

0, why nol to-niffht? 



No. 60. Rejoice! Rejoice! the Lost is Tound. 



p. L. B. 



WrittMi ezpreialy for E. 0. EzeeU. 

OOPVRIQHT, 1889, BV E. O. EXCELL. 



Prank L.BrUtoWt 



jff{i -^n 1J4J r r J/ iJ^ 




B 



1. Joy - fnl - ly inarch a - long, and shout the song To the earth's re-mot-est 

2. Wan-der-er, far a -way from love to-day, In the sea of sin so 

3. Joy - fnl - ly an - gels bring the ag - net ring Of a Fa-thef s pardoning 

4. Heav-en-ly homel sweet homel we soon shaD roam Thro' thy realm of beanty 



B 
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bound, "Sal-ya-tion's come, the wand'rer*s home,The lost one now is foond;" 
low, A call from home now bids you "come/'A - rise and say "I'll go;" 
grace, And roy - al fare, they now pre - pare. Be - fore His snifl-ing >face, 
rare. With an-gel throng, join in the song Of joy be - yond com-pare. 



m 
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Sing in uniion except the D. S. 



t 
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Fine. 
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Be - joicel re - joicel with heart and voice; Be - peat the wel- come sonnd! 
A crown of life is wait - ing there, And rai-ment white as snow! 
A - way withfearsi a -way with tears I Be - ceive His fond em -brace! 
''Be-deem -er!'' "King*' for - ev - er sing The loved ones gath- ered there! 



i 



% 



Trnrr i nf'4f^ 



Til k I i^ 

D. S,-S(U'Va - tion*e eome! the wanderer's home. The lost one now is found! 

Chorus. 
t 




^^ 




With songs of joy, Your tongues employ, And repeat the wel- come sound; 

rfST.t \ i i M y rgr f i r 







No. 61. 



^V* S< Brown* 



As a Volunteer. 

OOPvmOHT, 1807, BY CHA8. H. QABRIEU 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. QabrtaL 




FfT^ra- 



1. A call for loy- al soldiers Gomes to one and aU; Sol-diers for the con- flict, 

2. Tes, Jesns calls for soldiers Who are filled with pow'r, Soldiers who will serve Him 

3. He calls yon ,f or He loves yon With a heart most kind , He whose heart was broken^ 

4. And when the war is o-ver, And the vie - fry won, When the true and faith-ful 





Will yon heed the call? Will you an-swer quick-Iy, With a read - y cheer, 
Ev-'ry day and hour; He will not for -sake you, He is ev - er near; 
Bro-ken for man-kind; Now, just now He calls you, Galls in ac-cents clear, 
6ath-er one by one. He will crown with glo-ry All who th^re ap-pear; 

.. X.#. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^. -^ ^ ^ ^ ^. ^ 




D. S.— «/e - 8119 is the Cap-tain, We will nev - er fear; 

^^- CHOEns. 




'Wfll yon be en - list - ed As a vol - un - teer? A vol 




un-teer for Je - bus, 



WiU you be etK-liet - ed As a vol -un - teer? 



D. S. 




No. 62. 



Lurta WUaoaSaltli. 



Scatter Sunshine. 

^ OOPVRIQHT, 1W2, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



B. O. Bzo0ll« 



murm^ 




1. In a world where sor-row Ev - er will be known, Where are found the 

2. Slightest ac - tions oft - en Meet the sor - est needs, For the world want» 

3. When the days are gloom-y Sing some hay - py song; Meet the world's re- 



^ft 
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need - y And the sad and lone, How mnch joy and com - fort 
dsA - ly Lit - tie kind - ly deeds; Oh, what care and sor - row 
pin - ing With a coar-age strong; Go with faith nn-dannt-ed 




0^ ¥ 7 



Ton can all be - stow, If you scat-ter snn-shine Ev-'ry-where yon go. 
Ton may help re - move. With your songs and coiirage, Sym-pa*thy and love. 
Thro' the ills of life; Scat-ter smiles and sunshine O'er its toil and strife. 



p^ i r t r ^ sa 




Scat - - ter snn-shine all a - long your way, . . . Cheer and bless and 

8cat-ter the smiles and Bun- shine all a -long, o-vertheway, 




bright -en Ev-'ry pass -ing day; , . . Ev - 'ry pass - ing day. 

1^ w pass - ing day; 



f'i l p ^f Mf Tp^ 



No. 63. 



en. a 



The Field is tlie World. 

eOPYRIOHT, 1907, BY CHA8. H. OABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas, H. Oabrtol. 







1. Toe reap - era are loud - ly sing - ing, As out i 



in the har* vest field 

2/ 'The field is the world," reap -er, There's plenty for all to do; 

3. The Mas - ter hath all com-mand-ed, To la - bor and watch and pray; 

4ZJ^ p- 




They gath-er the gram from val-ley and plam, With will-mg and tire-less hands. 
A - rise and be - gin the work that shall win For yon an im-mor- tal crown. 
To dil - i- gent be, and faith-fnl, if we Wonldsharein the yic-t'rieswon; 




ryi: l^^r^^^-^i: 



The winds from a - far come bring -ing Glad news of a - bnnd-ant yield. 
The Lord is thy gnide and keep - er. With grace to car -ry yon thro'; 
Then why will you emp - ty hand - ed Ap - pear, at the close of day. 




Of work to be done, of souls to be won For God at His own com-mand. 
He calls you to-day, then trust and o-bey. And reap till the sun goes down* 
Ac- count-ing to give, and hope to re-ceive, A bless-mg for noth-ing done? 




0,8." And gath'tr the grain from hiU and from plain For gamen heffond the sky. 



Chorus. 2) s 



Join ...... in the song that is waft - - ed a - long, 

Join fak the sooff , Join in the sent that ie waft - ed a-lonc» waft-ed a - long* 



No. 64. 



Sunshine in the Soul. 

COPYRIGHT, 1887, BY JNO. R. 8WENEV. 
USED BY PERMISSION OF L. E. SWENEY, EXECUTIttX. 



Jno. R. Swency. 




1. There's Bcm-ahiiie in my soul to-day, More glo - ri-oos and bright 

2. There's mn - dc in mysonl to-day, A car- ol to the Eliig, 

3. There's springtime in mysonl to-day, For, when the Lord is near, 

4. There's gladness in mysonl to-day. And hope, and praise, and love. 




Than glows in an - y earth -ly skies, For Je - sob is my light. 
And Je - SOS, lis- ten -ing, can hear The songs I can -not smg. 
The dove of peace sings in my heart. The flow'rs of grace ap - pear. 
For bless -ings which He gives me now. For joys* 'laid np" a- bove. 

■19-^ \ m. m ^ P i f^' 




. Refrain, i^ i 



a 



V 






there's son 

fhere's sim - shine In 



shine, bless-ed 

Che soul, bless - ed 



f 



i 



son - shine, 

son - shine in fiie soul, 



t\\)>\': \ \i ^ I if y 




When the peace - fnl, hap - py mo - ments Troll; 

hap - Vf mo -ments roll; 



r ^'^ ' ^-f^'^ i 
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When Je - SOS shows EQs smil-ing face, There is snn-shine in the sod. 



No. 65. 



Rev. J. Oatnuui, Jr. 



fejj l H i J ':J 



The Savior's 6mile. 

OOPymOHT, 1907, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WOROe AND MUSIC. 



Jflo. R. Sweacji 




1. As the sunlight breaks thro' the clouds o'er head, When the storm has passed, 

2. In the time of sor - row, and pam and grief, When I pray to Je - 

3. When the morning beams with a joy - ful light, Or when dark and drear 

4. So it mat - ters not what the years may bring, Whether win - tefs frosts, 




^^^ ##^^4 
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and the winds have fled, So in hours of dark-ness, and fear and trial 
8US, He sends re - lief, When temp-tations sore would my soul be-guile 
fall the shades of night, As we're nearing home with each wea-ry mile 
or the flowers of spring, If in faith I ;pray to Him all the while 




There is noth - ing so sweet as the Sav-ior's smile. There is noth • ing 

mm.. m. m . <^ 

D. S. — There is nothing so sweet as the Sav-iofs smile. 





^^-^ 



bieel at His feet, In the hour of grief, in the hour of trial. 



No. 66. 



Home of the Soul. 



Mm, Ellen H. Qates. 



BY PERMISSION. 



Philip PhllUpt, 




1. I will sing yon a song of that beau -ti-fol land, The far a-wayhome 

2. Oh, that home of the soal in my visions and dreamSflts bright, jasper walls 

3. That nn-change-a-ble home is for yon and for me. Where Je-sns of Naz* 

4. Oh, how sweet it will be in that beau-ti-fol land. So free from all sor- 





of the sonl. Where no storms ever beat on the glittering strand, While the years 
I can see; Till I fan - cy bnt thin - ly the vail in-ter-venes Be • tween 
ar - eth stands, The King of all kingdoms for - ev er, is He, And he hold- 
row and pain; With songs on onr lips and with harps in our hands. To meet 










of e - ter - ni - ty roll, While the years of e - ter - ni - ty roll; Where no storms 
the fair ci - ty and me. Be • tween the fair cit - y and me; Till I fan* 
eth onr crowns in His hands. And He holdeth our crowns in His hands; The King 
one Ml - oth - er a-gain, To meet one an- oth - er a- gain; With songs 
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av - er beat on the glit-ter-ing strand, While the years of e-ter-ni-ty roll* 
cy bnt thin - ly the vail in- ter- venes Be - tween the fair cit - y and me* 
of all kingdoms for - ev - er is He, And He holdeth onr crowns in His hands* 
on onr lips and with harps in our hands, To meet one an - oth- er a - gain* 



No. 67. Jesus is All the World to Me. 

OOPYRIQHT, 1904, BY WILL L THONPSON, EAST LIVERPOOL, OHIO. 

W. L. T. Will L. Thompaoa. 






ifc:^ 
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1. Je - sns is all the world to me, 

2. Je - 8Q8 is all the world to me, 

3. Je - BUS is all the world to me, 

4. Je - BUS is all the world to me. 



My life, my joy, my all; 

My friend in tri - als sore; 

And true to Him I'll be; 

I want no bet - ter friend; 







He is my strength from day to day, 
I go to Him for bless-ings, and 
Oh, how could I this friend de - ny, 
I trust Him now, I'll trust Him when 



^ 



^ 
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With -out Him I would fall. 

He gives them o'er and o'er. 
When He's so true to me? 

Life's fleet -ing days shall end. 
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When I am sad, to Him I go. No oth - er one can cheer me so; 
He sends the sun-shine and the rain. He sends the harvest's gold-en grain; 
Fol-low-ing Him I know I'm right. He watches o'er me day and night; 
Beau-ti - f ul life with such a friend; Beau-ti - ful life that has no end; 





/r\ 



t 
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If 

When I am sad 

Sun -shine and rain, 

Fol - low - ing Him, 

£ - ter - nal life. 



m 



pp 
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He makes me glad, He's my friend. 

har - vest of grain, He's my friend. 

by day and night. He's my friend. 

e - ter - nal joy. He's my friend. 

^- f 



No. 68. Open the Door for the Children. 



Mary B. KIddm. 



oopymoHT, IMS, vf e. o. exoeu, 




!• 0-pen the door for the chil-dren, Ten-der-ly gath-er them in, — 

2. 0-pen the door for the chfl-dren. See, they are com-ing in throngsl 

3. 0-pen the door for the chil-dren, Take the dear lambs by the hand; 




In from the high-ways and hedg - es, In fromtiie plac-es of sin; 
Bid them sit down to the ban -qnet, Teach them your bean-ti-fol songs; 
Point them to truth and to good-ness, Lead them to Ga-naan'sfair land. 




Some are so young and so help-less, Some are so hun-gry and cold; 
Pray for the Fa-ther to bless them. Pray you thatgrace may be giv'n; 
Some are so young and so help-less, Some are so hun-gry and cold; 




D.S 



-0 - pen the door for the <2hil-dren, Gath-er them in - to the fold. 
- pen the door for the chil-dren. Theirs is the king-dom of heav'n. 
- pen the door for the chil-dren, Gath-er them in - to the fold. 



^ T- n F F ^^ 
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Chorus. 



D.S. 




m 



- pen the door, . . Gath - er them in, . . • 

- pen fhe door, o - pen the door, GaUi - er them in, gath - er them In, 
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No. 69. I'll Go Where You Want Ne to Go. 



Mary Brown. 



OOPYRIQHT, 1884, BY 0. E. ROUN8EFKLL. USED BY PER. CSTrle B. ROfll 




1. It may not be on themomitain'sheight,Or o - ver the storm-y 

2. Per - haps to-daythere are lov - mg words Which Je-sos would have me 

3. There's sorely somewhere a low -ly place In earth's harvest-fields so 



arr» 




It may not be at the bat-tle'sfrontMy Lord will have need of 
There may be now, in the paths of dnySomewand'rerwhomI should 
Where I may la - bor thro' life's short day For Je - sus^ the Cra - ci - 
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Bat if by a still, small vpice He calls To paths I do not 
Say-ior, if Thonwilt be my Guide, Tho' dark the rug-ged 
So, trust- ing my all on - to Tliy care, I know Thou lov - est 




'■^i \ \\\\ [\U} i \ ^ \y\ \ 




I'llanswer,dearLord,withmyhandmThine, Til go where youwant me to 
My voice shall ech - the messagesweet,I'llsaywhatyoawantmeto 
I'll do Thywillwitha heart on-cere, I'll be whatyou want me to 




D. S.-2'K say w/ia« yoM want wie to«ay, dear Xord, PK &e w^^J y(m loant WW 
Refrain. 




I'llgowfaereyonwantme to go, dear Lord, 0'ermountain,orplam, or 




r i f Tff l ^: 




No. 70. Where We'll Never Grow Old. 

OOPYIHQHTf 1B86, BY I. N McHOSE. 

Rev. W. W. Baily • oopyrmht, I8i4, bv e. o. exmu, owner. 



I.N.McHose. 




1. have yon not heard of that conn-try a - bove, The name of its 

2. A man-sion of won-der-fnl bean-ty is there, And Je - sns that 

3. They tell me its friendships and love are so pnre, Its joys nev - er 

4. In life's wea-ry conflicts, there's fainting and care, Each year the gray 

J > > I!; > 




King and His in - fi-nite love? His chil-dren are deathless and hap-py I'm 

man-sion has gone to prepare; Its bright jas-per walls how I long to be- 

die, and its treasures are snre; And loved ones depart-ed, so si - lent and 

deep-ens a shade in the hair; Bnt intheblest book where my name is en* 

A -#- -#- A 




D. S. — It glad-dens my heart toith a joy thafs un- 




told; Oh, will it a - bide— wiU we nev-er grow old? 

hold. And join in the song that will nev-er grow old. 'Twill al-ways be 

cold, Will greet ns a - gain where we'll never grow old. 

rolled, I read of that land where we'll never grow old. 




^m 




told. To think of that land where we*U nev-^rgrow old. 
Chorus. 



D.S, 




new, it will nev - er de-cay; No night ev - er comes,it will al - ways be day; 



No. 71 



The Church in the Wildwood. 



w. s. p. 



\ 

NEW ARRANGEMENT OF WORDS AND MU8I0. 
COPYRIGHT, 1910, BY E. O. EXCELU 



Dr. Win. 5. Pitts. 
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1. Th3re's a church in theval-ley by the wild -wood, No love-li-er 

2. How sweet on a clear, Sab - bath mom - ing To list to the 

3. There, close byxhe church in the val - ley, Lies one that I 

4. There, close by the side of that lovedone,'Neaththe tree where the 
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place in the dale; No spot is so dear to my child-hood As the 
clear nng-ing bell; It's tones so sweet - ly are call - ing. Oh, come 
loved so well; She sleeps, sweetly sleeps, 'neath the willow; Dis - turb 
wild flowers bloom. When the fare - well hymn shall be chant - ed, I shall 




D. S.— iVo spot ii so dear to my ehUd'hood As the 
Fine. Chobus. 




lit-tle brown church in the vale. 

to the church m the vale. Gome to the 

not her rest in the vale. Oh, come, come, come, oome, come, come, 

rest by her side in the tomb. 

/7N 
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lU'tle hrovm ehureh in the vale. 




fe^ . j^j J J 



! 







IP 1 

church by the wild - wood, Oh, come to the church in the dale; 

eom«, come, come, come, come come, come, come, come, come, come, come, eomo; 



No. 72. 

Rev. J. B. AtchinsoB. 



Let Mim In. 

COPYRIOHT, 1000, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
RENEWAL. 



E. O. Bzcell. 




I j f\i^ ^ i l *J 






1. There's a Stran-ger at the door, 
2.0- pen now to Him yoor heart, 

3. Hear you now His lov - ing voice? 

4. Now ad-mit the heav'n-ly Guest, 



V 
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Let Him in; 

Let' Him in; 

Let Him in; 

Let Him in; 

Let the Sav-ior in^ Let the Sav-ior in; 




He has been there oft be - fore, 
If you wait He will de-part, 
Now, oh, now make Him your choice, 
He will make for you a feast, 



Let 
Let 
Let 
Let 

Let the Sav-ior in. 



Him in; 

Him in; 

Him in; 

Him in; 



Let the Sav-ior in; 




Let Him in, ere He is gone. Let Him in, the Ho - ly One, 

Let Him in. He is your Friend, He your soul will sure de - fend, 

He is stand-ing at your door, Joy to you He will re - store. 

He will speak your sins for -giv'n. And when earth-ties all are riv'n, 



f it t t ; 
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Je-sus Christ, the Fa-ther's Son, 
He will keep you to the end, 
And His name you will a - dore. 
He . will take you home to heav'n, 

[ ■v/^ifrrrf 



Let 
Let 
Let 

Let 

Let the Sav-ior in, 



Him in. 

Him in. 

Him in. 

Him in. 



Let the Sav-ior in. 




No. 73. 



Wanderer, Gome Home. 



Eben G. Rexford. 



COPYRIGHT, 1010, BY E. 0. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Samuel W. Beazley. 




1. why have you wan-dered so far from 

2. think of the love that for - ev - er 

3. grieve not the heart that for - ev - er 

4. torn from the path-way of doubt and 



the right way? Gome 
is call-ing, Come 
is yeam-ing, Come 
of dan-ger, Come 
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home, .... come home; The path yon should tread is a 

home, .... come home; The road is so rough, and the 

home, .... come home; God keeps in heav'n's win-dow a 

home, .... come home;. And be to thy Fa - ther no 

Come home: ^^ 

f- ^ ,  I f^ — ^ 
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D. S. — waits at the por - tals of 

Chorus. 



Fine. 




^ 



safe way, abrightway, Come home, . . come home, 

dark-ness is falMng, Come home, . . come home, 

light al - ways burning. Come home, . . come home, 

lot - ger a stran-ger. Come home, . . come home. 

Come home, 

■f fr 



wan-der-er, 



m 



m 
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^ 
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heav-en to greet you, Come home, .... come home. 



D.S. 




come, hear the Fa - ther en-treat you, Come home, . . . come home; He 

Come home. I""^''*^ 




No. 74. 

W. O. Cattalng. 



Tollow On. 

OOPVRIQHT, 19M, BY MARY RUNYON LOWRV. 
RENEWAL. USED BY PERMI08ION. 



Robert Lowry. 




1. Down in the val - ley with my Say - ior I would go. Where the flow'rs are 

2. Down in the val - ley with my Say - ior I would go, Where the storms are 

3. Down m tiieyal-ley, or up -on themonntainsteep, Close be-side my 




bloom-ing and the sweet wa-ters flow; Ev-'ry-whereHeleadsme I would 
sweep-ing and the dark wa-ters flow; With His hand to lead me I will 
Say - ior would my sonl ey-er keep; He will lead me safe- ly in the 




fol-low,fol-low on, Walk-mg in His footsteps till the crown be won. 
ney-er, ney-er fear, Dan -ger can-not fright me if my Lord is near, 
path that He has trod, Up to where they gather on the hills of God. 




Refrain. 



D. B.—Ev'^ry-where He leads me Iwould fol - low on! 



!f''''f| aUjJjJjl 




Fol - lowl fol - lowl I would fol - low Je - susi An - y-where, ey-'ry-T^re, 

^ f f f 




P b I y u =i. 



D.8. 







I would fol - low onl Fol -low! fol -lowl Iwoddfol-low Je-Bosl 

^ ^ |t: :p: :p t- 
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No. 75. 



Mn. C. D. Maitia, 



Wonderful Love! 



COPYRIGHT, 1906t BY GEO. C 8TEBBIII8. 



Geo. C. Stebblns. 



^fefefe 



tz 
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1 i^jei r^- i j -j- iL ^ 



1. In love He re-deemed me, the Sav-ior di-vine, I'mtrast-ing in 

2. In love He re-deemed me thro' shedding of blood, From **far a -way'* 

3. In love He re-deemed me and made me His own, An heir to His 




|M=J#^ 



Him, life e - ter - nal is mine; Un - wor - thy the least of His 
plac - es He brought me to God; He found me a sin • ner with 
glo - ry, His king - dom and throne; Now an - thems of joy to His 




^ 






^ 



^ 



n 



i3=F=^ 



^s to re - ceive— Sal - va - tion is mine as on Him I be - lieve. 

no one to save, And gra - cious - ly, lov - ing - ly my sins for - gave. 

name will I sing, A - dor - ing my Sav - ior, my Lord and my King. 

1^- 




Won-der-ful,won-der-fnl love I He came from the glo-ry a - bove , 

won-der-fnl love! the glo-ry a -bore 




K^BE ^ 
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To seek and to save,and to make me His own; 0,wonderful, wonderful lovel 






No. 76. 



B.B.II«wltt 



To Galv'ry 1 will Go. 

MPVIMHT, ItOO BY UZZIE E. IWENEV. 
E. O EXCELL, OWMEK. 



Jm. R. SwMMjr. 




1. Down in - to the foant-ain I would deep-er go; Down in - to the ionnt-ain, 

2. Down in - to the !ount-ain, deep-er, deep-er still, Till the grace of Je - bob 

3. Down in -to the foont-ain flow-ing from the cross, Let the might-y cnr-rentB 




mak-ing white as snow; Tho' with sins of scar-let, and of crimson d] 
all my be - ing fill; Till the Ho - ly Spir - it works the change di-vine, 
sweep a • way aU dross; Ev-er there a- bid -ing thro' His won-drons love. 



Ul l f geffffrt^^ 



Ghorugl 




I shall come np spot- less from the sav - ing tdde. j To Caly'ry I will 
Mak - ing ^'earth-en ves - sels*' with His glo - ry shine. ( His voice is call-ing 
Wash-ing there the gar-ments for the feast a - bove. 




go, The bless-ed Word I know, The pre-cious blood of Je - sus cleanseth 
still, To "Who-so -ev-er will,'' 




white as snow; Down in - to the fonnt-ain I would deep-er go. 



n-n'  •^"^^^"^Ttj 




^^ 



No. 77. 



Win. C. StokM. 



The Savior's Invitation. 

COPYRIGHT, 1807^ BY 0HA8. H. QABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. QabrteL 




1. Would yoa have the Savior's presence as you go? Would you have the 

2. Would you seek the Fount that cleanseth white as snow? Would you fol-low 

3. Would you love the Lord who bought you with His blood? Would you glad-ly 

88 yoa 8^), as yoa go? 




bless-ed fore-taste here be - low? Would you ha?e the Father's bless-mg 
your Be-deem-er here be -low? Would you have in you a-bid-mg, 
fol-low Je-susthro* the flood? Would you know your sins for-giv-ea 

here be -low, here be -low? 




t 



<Ttf 



day by day? Would you have His spir-it with you all the way?, 

blessed peace? Would you have from sm*s do-min-ion full re-lease? 

e? - 'ry one?Would you have the Savior's plaudit "Welcome home?" .... 

^ ■*- _^ all ttie way? 




D.S.-aiul dutre8^*d,C(nne, and in His love for 'ever be at rest 
Chorus. 



be aft rest. 




Hear theSav-ior'sin-vi-ta-tion'^Come to me,*' And His of -for 

Come to me, 0, come to me, ^ 




of sal - va-tion full and free; All ye wea-ry, heav-y la-dened, 

Br - er, foil andL free; 



No. 78. 



Jenaie WUmmi. 



No Pain Nor Sorrow. 



OOPVMOHTi ISM, BY H. N. UNCOIN. 



H. N. Lincoln; 



Good for Quartet and Chonu, 



} ;\j: m [L^^^^ 
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1. When ''fonner~things"ha7e passed away, And we have reached the cit - y f^, 

2. God's ten-der hand will dry our tears, And ban - ish wear - i - ness and care; 

3. Be - yond the pearl - y gates of ^ace The cross of grief no sonl shall bear, 

4. blest as - sur - ancel by and by, The home of an - gels we shall share, 

h 



w^ ^ 




^m 



p f*^^^^ 
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7Ul \ r-\\^'^Mii^ 



Il-lmn-med by e-ter-nal day, ''No pain nor sor-row shall be there." 

Thro' all the glad ce - les - tial years,' 'No pain nor sor-row shall be there." 

Then com-eth per-f ect, sweet re - lease, ' 'No pam nor sor-row shall be there. ' ' 

And, safe in man - sions built on high, We'll find no pain nor sor - row there. 




pre - clous words be - yond the tide, Where dwell in 

pre-cions woids be - yondl the tide, 




light the glo - ri - fied; All earth - ly ills [are laid a- 

Where dwell mjifht_ ^ AU earth-ly ilia 




side, "No pain nor sor - row shall 'be there." 

are laid a - aide, -, 



^m 
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No. 79. 



Mrs. C. H.-M, 



The Victory Son$. 

COPYRIGHT, 1908, BY WM. 4. KIRKPATRIGK. 
USED BY PERMISSION. 



Mrs. C. H. Morris. 




1. €hris-tian warrior, sing the vic-t'ry song, Ye who to the win-mng side be- 

2. In all lands the sto - ry must be told, Then our eyes His coming shall be- 

3. Shine on, shine on. Sun of Righteousness, With Thy glo-ry beams the land to 

4. Hon-or, pow'r and glo - ry ev - er be Un - to Him who gives the vie - to- 




f¥t*^ 




long; Soon from shore to shore, and sea to sea, Je-sus Christ shall conquer'r be. 

hold; Prostrate at His feet all na-tions fall; We shall crown Him Lord of all. 

bless, 'Su - perstition's night shall fade a-way. At the dawn of promis'd day. 

ry, Je-sus Christ, whose triumph now we sing, Sav-ior,Lord, and coming^EIng. 



Cliokua, Unison, 




now on Is-raeP 



f T^c - fry perch-es now on Is-raePs ban-ners. Lift your voic-es, sing your 
V Night b wan-ing, mom-ing light is break-ing, Heathen na-tions from their 




loud ho - Ban - nas, Vic - to - ry is near, yes, vie - to - ry is near, 
dum - ber wak-ing, Vic-to-ry is near, yes, {Omit.) 




Chnst shall conqaer'r be; 



tor r ' ^■-fczTTl '  b I " b ^ 



vic-to-ry is near, Christ shall conquer'r be. 



^ 
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ISo. 80. 



c. H. a 



6afe On the Rock. 

OOPYmOHT, 1897, BY E. O. EXOELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Chas. H. Oabrtol. 




1. There is great re-joic-ing in my bouI, - ver me waves of glo-ry roil; 

2. I am sing-ing now a glad new song, Praising Je-sns the whole day long; 

3. Days of gloom and doubting now are past,! am safe on the Rock at last; 

4. While I live on earth my song shaU be, Of this Sav-ior who died for me; 




*» 



Fine 




For I feel the {oy of par-doned sm,— Je - sns dwells with - in. 
For it was to save the lost He came, Glo - ry to His name. 
jLeaning on His ev - er - last-mg arm, Death no more can harm. 
And at last on heav'n's e - ter - nal shore, Praise Him ev - er - more. 




D. B.—Praiie Hi$ namefofev - er. He i$ mine, Je • 9U8. I am Thine. 
Gborus. 




Oh, the beauty of His smil-mg face I Oh,the depths of His nn-chang-ing 

Oh, fhs b6saty» ths besiity of His smiling fseel Oh, khs depihs of His unchanging 



IMMA^J^^ll 



^^ 




f 




D.S. 




'x 



gracel Oh, the blessing of His love and pow'r,That keeps me ev'ry honr, - 

gnce! that keeps me; 



No. 81. 



Christ is Ail You Need. 

eOPVmOHT* 1899, BY JOHN 4, HOOD, 
USED BY PER, 



Chas^ H. Oalirtol. 




1. Are yon heav-y heart-ed, are yon sore distressed? Christ is all yon need* 

2. Have yon brok-en vows and prom-is-es nn-kept? 

3. Have yon been neglect-ed for thecanse yon love? 

4. Let th&world despise and scorn yon as it may, Christ is all yon nee^ 





He's a Friend indeed; Are yon o - ver burdened and with cafe distressed? 

Once de - sert - ed and a - lone thy Sav - ior wepti 
You shall be re - ward - ed in the home a - bove; 

He's a Friend indeed; Ton will shont His prais-es in the judgement, day; 




Chorus. 



f%tBm'7:?\^ , 




Christ is all the Friend yon need. Christ is all yon need, He's 

Qurist is aU yoQ need. He is a Friend indeed; Christie 




1^ 



B.S.'ChriH is qU the Friend -you need* 




a Friend, He is a Friend indeed;Christ. . . . • • is all yon need, 

all yon need, For He is a Friend indeed, Christ ia all foa need. Ha is a Friend indeed* 



No. 82. Every Day I Need Thee More. 



A> H. A* 



OOPYmOHTt 1910, BY RODEHEAVER-ACKLEY OO. R^V, A, H. Ackley. 




1. £y - 'ry day I need Thee more and more, Waves of care sweep o'er my sotily 

2. £v - 'ry day I need Thee more and more, Make my blind-ed eyes to see, 

3. Ev - 'ry day I need Thee more and more, For the help-less, sick and lone, 

4. Ev - 'ry day I need Thee more and more, When earth's shadows all are past^ 




Thou canst still the storm and peace re-store,£eep my life in Thy con-trol. 
Vis - ions of the Christ whom I a - dore, Hear my cry, Lord, help me. 
Pit - e - ous - ly plead and help im-plore, Use me Lord to lead them home. 
Then I'll dwell with Him for - ev - er-more, Fearing neither «torm nor blast. 




Hit* 

Ev - 'ly day I need Thee more and more. 



For my heart is 








tempt -ed o'er and o'er, 



Let me feel Thy might-y ansi 




P=^ 



^- 




Safe - ly keep me from all harm Ev -'ry day I need Thee, more and more. 





No. 83. Let Jesu$ Gome Into Your Heart. 



C* H» M* 



OOPYRIQHT, 1898, BY H. I. QILMOUR. 
USED BY PER. 



Mrs. C. H . Morris. 




1. If yon are tired of the load of your sin, Let Je - sua come 

2. If 'tis for pn - ri - ty now that you sigh, Let Je • sua come 

3. If there's a tem-pest your voice can - not still, Let Je - sus come 

4. If you would join the glad songs of the blest, Let Je- sus come 




i uui WP 



in - to your heart; If you de - sire a new life to be - gin, 

in - to your heart; Fountains for cleansing are flowing near by, 

in - to your heart; If there's a void this world nev - er can fill, 

in - to your heart; If you would en -ter the mansions of rest. 




Let Je - sus come in - to your heart. Just now, your 




^:lr g 'h P M 




m i: i J: i i i^ ^ 
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m 



doubtmgs give o'er; Just now, re - ject Him no more; Just now, throw 




o - pen the door; > Let Je - sus come in - to your heart. 



Hf f f f i i;Fti 




No. 84. We Shall See the Kin$ Some Day. 



!«• .E« J« 



OOPVmOHT, 1906, BY CHA8. H. QABRIEL. 
W. E. M. HACKLEMAN, OWNER- 



L. B. 




1. Tho' the way we jour-ney may be oft • en drear, We shall see the 

2. Aft - er pain and an-goiah, aft - er toQ and care, We shall see the 

3. Aft - er foes areconqnered,aft- er bat-les won, We shall see the 

4. Therewith all thelovedones who have gone be-fore. We shall see the 




King some day (some day) 
King some day (some day) 
King some day (some day) 
King some day (some day) 



On that bless-ed monung donds will db - ap-pear; 
Thro' the end-less a - ges joy and blessing diare, 
Aft - er strife is o - ver, aft - er set of son, 
Sor-row past for-ev - er, on that peaceful shore. 




We shall see the King some day. We shall see the Kmg some day (some day) , 




We will shont and sing some day (some day); Gathered round the throne. 




SF^ 



When He shall call His own, We shall see the King some day. 

-#L2 — J^^-= — Hf — p # I ig , 
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No. 85. 



Mrs. Harriet B. Jones. 



Ever the Same. 

COPYRIGHT, 1887, H.N. LINCOLN. 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 




^#4^ 



1. He who dwelt a-mong the low - ly, Helped the poor of ev - 'ry 

2. He who healed af-flict-ed thon-sands By the sea we love to 

3. He who died for our re-demp-tion, On that dread - ful cross of s 

4. We will bow in awe be-fore Him, We will glo - ry in His 



^f i j : { f UJ -te 




Had com - pas - sion on the wea - ry, Is to - day the ver - y ss 
Sent them on their way re - joic - ing. Is to - day the yer - y s£ 
Shed His blood to cleanse and save ns. Is to - day the ver - y S£ 
We will wor - ship and a - dore Him, Who is ev - er-more tiie s£ 




to His name; Tes - ter - day, . . . .' • to-da] 

Glo - ry Id His Usss • ed name; Tee • ter • dsy, to- dsy, for-sT • er, Tes 









r-n 



.ev • • er, Christ the Lord is jnst the same, jnst th 

day* to-day, for • e? • er, GhilBt the Lord, Christ the Lord is jast the same, jast the 
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No. 86. 



Rin$ the Bells of Heaven. 



COPYRIOHTilWS, BY THE JOHN OHUROH 00> 

Rev. Wm. O. Ciuhlag. used by permission. 



Joyfully, 



Qeo. P. Root. 




1. Ring the bells of heav - enl there is joy to - day, For a soul re- 

2. Ring the bells of heav -enl there is joy to-day, For the wand'rer 

3. Ring the bells of heav - enl spread the feast to - day, An-gels swells the 



^ — P P 9 [ f 
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^^ 



tnm-ing from the wOd; Seel the Fa-ther meets him out up - on the way, 
now is rec - on - ciled; Yes, a soul is res - cued from his sin-fnl way, 
glad tri-um-phant strain; Tell the joy - ful ti - dings! bear it far a - way. 




^'hVhO - 



D. C— '7^ a raniotned arm ' y, like a migJU^y sia^ 



Rne 9™*?"- 



r-J■^^^^^1M^JHp ^^^f^fl4J 



Wei - com^-ing His wea-ry wand'ring child. 

And is bom a - new a ran-somed chfld. Glo - r^l glo - ryl how the 

For a precious soul is bom a - gam. 




Peal • ing forth the an - them of the free. 



^m 



f 
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an • gels sing; Glo - ryl glo - ry! how the loud harps ring; 



i 
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No. 87. 



W. A. Offden. 



Scattering Precious Seed. 



BY PER. OF QEO. 0. HUGO, OWNER OF COPYRIQHT. 



Qeo.C. H 



ifefet 




<r ' '^ J' J J J-~ H~H 

U * -J. Jl 9* J^. J. '• •• 



1. Scat-ter-ing pre-cions seed by the way - side, Scat-ter-ing precio 

2. Scat-ter-ing pre-cious seed for the grow - ing, Scat-ter-mg precio; 

3. Scat-ter-ing pre-cions seed, doubting nev - er, Scat-ter-mg precioi 




by the hill - side; Scat - ter -ing pre-cions seed o'er the fieid w 
free - ly sow - ing; Scat - ter - mg pre-cions seed, tmst-ing, know-ii 
tmst-ing ev - er; Sow - ing the word with pray'r and en - deav - 

8 




- — f m f f 



w ^ Chorus. 




Scattering precious seed by the way. 

Sure-ly the Lord will send it the ram. Sow • ing in the mom - i 

Trusting the Lordforgrowth and for yields sowing the precious seed, Sowing ths pneiom 





t* 
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Sow • - ing' at the noon - tide, Sow • - mg u 

Sowing the seed at noon-tide, Sowing the precious seed, Sow-ing Ihe precioas seed, 

8 




ev • • 'ning, Sow-ing the precious seed by the way. 

Sowinff the precioas seed, _ . . by the 







No. 88. Give of Your Best to the Master. 



H. B. a. 



Mrs, Clwrles Barnard. 




1. Give of your best to the Mas - ter; Give of the strength of your youth; 

2. Give of your best to the Mas - ter; Give Him first place m your heart; 

3. Give of your best to the Mas - ter, Naught else is wor-thy His love; 

M WA 




Ref.— Give of your best to the Mas -ter; Give of the strength of your youth; 

Fine. 




Throw your soul's fresh, glowmgar- dor In - to the bat-tie for truth. 
Give Him first place in your serv - ice. Con - se-crate ev - 'ry part. 
He . gave Him-self for your ran - som. Gave up His glo-ry a - bove; 




Clad in sal - va-tion'sfull ar - wior, Join in the haUtU for truth. 



f';JFJijJJyr^Ujj^;ijj^i^j^. i 



je - BUS has s6t the ex - am - pie; Dauntless was He, young and brave; 
Give, and to you shall be giv - en; God His be - lov-ed Son gave; 
Laid down His life without mur - mur. You from sin's ru-in to save; 




rail. 



D. C. 



ffAjp j | j jjyr'^y. i ,|j^jj>J'j:jiji 




Give Him your loy-al dervo - tion. Give Hun the best that you have. 
Grate-ful-ly seek-ing to serve Him, Give Him the best that you have. 
Give EUm your heart's ad-o-ra - tion, Give Him the best that you have. 




No. 89. 



Saved, 



J. p. s. 



COPYRIGHT, 1911 « BY J. P. eCHOLFIELO. 



J. P. Scholfield. 



te 



1. I've founa a fnend 



^U^. ^f="^-;^ | J, J. Ji^i F^ 



who is all to me,.... His 

2. He saves me from ev - 'ry sin and harm,.. Se- 

3. When poor and need - y and all a - lone,.. In 




§^ ^lJ''[rLf •'ifLfi''UU^^Lr'J''i£/ '^ '^ 



love is ev - er true; 
cures my soul each day;, 
love he said to me... 



I love to tell how He 
I'mlean-ing strong on His 
''Comenn-to me and I'll 



4 ^ hr 
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lift - ed me.... And what His grace can do for yon, 
might -y arm;.'. I know He'll gnide me all the way. 

lead you home,.. To live with me e - ter - nal - ly.".... 



i 
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Chorus. 



M/ 
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>Saved by His pow'r di-vine. Saved to new life sub-Umel 

^Mved by His pow*r, 



SaTed to new life. 




Life now is sweet and my joy is complete, for I'm Saved,saved, saved! 

i-. 



No. 90. 



J. P. S. 



Praise Him. • 

Dedicated to J. F. Scholfidd arid W\fe. 

COPYRIGHT BY J. P. 8CHOLFIELD. 



J. P. Scholfield. 




1. Christ our Say- ior, We would sing prais-es to Thee, For sal - va - tion 

2. Lead us, Fa-ther, Guide us a - long on our way: Help us nev - er 

3. May our voic - es Tell our de - vo - tion to Thee; May our hearts smg 




bless - ed and full and free; We so love Thee 
out of Thy path - way to stray; On-ward, up-ward! 
songs of Thy love and Thy glo - ry, Un - til an - gels 



Our hearts'are 
This is our 
Join the great 
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full of Thy ' glo - ry, We will praise Thee all thro' e - ter - m - ty. 
heart's eam-est plea, Clos - er, clos - er, un - til Thy face we see. 
cho - rus and sing, Grown-ing Je - sus, ev - er and ev - er King. 



S 
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Chorus. 







raise turn, Praise Him! We'll ev - er sing to Je-sus our King; 

Praise Him. Praise Him, Praise Him, Praise Him! 

i-1 J.. ^T^l ^. 



W: 



1 



f=TT^ 



mT i p-^W I ^ 1 r If I P k-"! 



P 




i — ^ — tr;— l>g- 



'/•r T - "" f; 



^ f^^m 



Praise Him, Praise Him I Let ev-'ry heart sing praise to the King I 

Praise Him, Praise Himt 



"1^1^-M^ 
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No. 91. 



Dr. H, Boaar. 



In the Shadow of the Rock. 

OOPYMONT, 1884, 8Y H. N, LINCOLN. 
PROM "80NQ LAND MEASENQER," BY PEA* 



H. N. Lincoln: 







1. In the shad - ow of the rock let me rest, When I feel the 

2. On the parch'd and des-ert way where I tread, With the scorch-ing 

3. I in peace will rest me here till I see, That the skies a- 

lek me resfc. 




tempest's shock thrill my breast, All in vain the storm shall sweep while I 
noontide ray o'er my head. Let me find a wel-come shade, cool and 

gain are fair o - ver me, That the bnm-ing heats are past and the 

llirill my brMst, 




hide, And my tran - qml vig - il keep, by Thy side, 

still. And my wea-ry steps be stayed by Thy will, 

day, Bids the trav - el - er at last go his way. 

while I hide, by Thy side. 




When I feel the tempest's shock thrill my breastjinthe shadow of the rock let me rest. 
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No. 92. Make Me a Channel of Blessing. 




1. Is your Ufe 

2. Is your Ufe 

3. Is yonr life 



a chan-nel of bless - ing? Is the love of God 
a chan-nel of bless - ing? Are yon bur-denedfor 
a chan-nel of bless - ing? Is it dai • ly 



4. We can not be chan-nels of bless - ing If our lives are not 
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flow-mg thro' you? Are you tell - mg the lost of the Say - ior? Are you 
those that are lost? Have you urged up -on those who are stray -ing, The 
tell -ing for Him?HaYeyou8po - ken the word of sal - va - tion To 
freed from known sin; We will bar - ri - ers be and a bin - drance To 




read-y Hisserv-ice to do? 

Say -ior who died on the cross? Make me a chan-nel ofbless-ing to-day, 

those who are dy - ing in sin? 

those we aretiy-ing to win. 
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Make me a chan-nel of 



-ing, I pray; My life pos-sess-ing, 







my serr-iceUesg-ing, Make me a chan-nel of bless -ing to-day. 



No. 93. 

La Da «!• 



There is Power in the Blood. 

eOPYRMHT, 18Mj BY H. L. QiLMOUR, WENONAH, N. J. 
U8E0 BY PER. 



L. B. Jeaef . 




1. Would you 

2. Would you 

3. Would you 

4. Would you 



be free from the bur - den of sin? There's pow'r in the blood, 
be free from your passion and pride? There's pow'r in the blood, 
be whit-er, much whit-er, than snow? There's pow'r in the blood, 
do serv-ice for Je - sus,your Emg? There's pow'r in the blood, 

1^ 




pow'r in 

pow-r in 

pow'r in 

pow'r in 



the blood; Would you o'er e - vil a vie - to - ry win? 

the blood; Gome for a cleans-ing to Gal - va - ry's tide; 

the blood; Sin stains are lost in its life - giv - ing flow; 

the blood; Would you live dai - ly His prais - es to sing? 




Won-der-work-ing pow'r in the blood of the Lamb; There is 

In the blood ..of the Lamb; 




pow'r, pow'r, Wonder-working pow'r In the pre-dous blood of the Lamb. 

there is Dow'r, 
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No. 94. 



H« Qc 3psMofdt 



It is Well With Ny Soul. 

•OPVmaHT, 1904, BY THE JOHN CHURCH CO. 
USED BY PER. 



P. P. BUM. 



^ 




-xnni'HM^ 



T 

1. When peace, like a riv - er, at - tend - eth my way, When 

2. Though Sa - tan should bnf - fet, tho' tri - als should come, Let 

3. My sin— oh, the bliss of this glo - ri - ous tho't— My 

4. And, Lord, haste the day when the faith shall be sight, The 
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4. 



s 
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IS. 
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8or - rows like sea - bil - lows roll; What-ev - er my lot. Thou hast 

this blest as - sur - ance con-trol. That Christ hath re-gard - ed my 

sin — not in part but the whole. Is nailed to His cross and I 

clouds be roll'd back as a scroll^ The trump shall re-sound, and the 
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h-t- 
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r 

taught me to say, ''It is well, it is well with my soul." 
help - less es - tate. And hath shed His own blood for my soul, 

bear it no more. Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, oh, my soul! 

Lord shall de-scend, ''£ - yen so"— it is well witii my soul. 

J. 



r /rf f \ 




Chorus. 




It ip wen, withmysoul, Itiswell, it b well with my soul. 

It !■ weU, with my soal, 



No. 95. 



a.p. R. 



, Why Do You Wait? 

OOPYfUOHT, 1t06, BY THE JOHN GHUROH 00. 
USED BV PEA. 




1. Why do yon wait, dear broth-er, Oh, why do yon tar - ry so long? Tonr 

2. What do yon hope, dear broth-er. To gam by a fnr-ther de - lay? There's 

3. Do yon not feel, dear broth-er, His Spir-it now striv-ing with - in? Oh, 

4. Why do yon wait, dear broth-er? The har^vest is paas-mg a - way, Tonr 





tm fiii 




Sav-lor is wait-mg to give yon A place in His sanc-ti - fied throng, 
no one to save yon bnt Je - sns. There's no oth - er way bnt His way. 
why not ac-cept His sal-va - tion. And throw off thy bnr-den of sm. 
SaT-ior is long-ing to bless yon, There's dan-ger and death in de - lay. 

h ^ h 





Chobob. 
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Why notr 



1/ U 

why not? Why not come to Him now? 





No. %. 



& O. B. 



I Am Happy in Him. 

COPVRIQHT, 1002, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



B. O. BzceO. 




g 



1. My Boul is sohap-py in Je - bob, For He is bo precious to me; 

2. He sought me so long ere I knew Him, When wand'ring afar from the fold; 

3. His love andHismer-cysorronndme, His grace like ari?-er doth flow; 

4. They say I shall some day be like Him, My cross and my burden lay down; 

^ I X- f • «f • I it- r • r • I . " . ' ^ ^ 
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His voice it is music to hear it, His face it is heaven to see. 
Safe home m His arms He hath bro't me, To where there are pleasures untold. 
His Spir - it, to guide and to comfort, Is with mewher^ev-er I go. 
Till then I will ev-er be faith - ful. In gath - er-ing gems for His crown. 



., _^.ji-;-/.^j^-i-^ 
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Ghobus. 
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I amhap-py in Him, . . I amhap-py in Him; . . 

I , . . . am hsp-py in Him, I . • . . am bap-py in Him: 





My soul with de-light He fills day and night. For I am hap-py m Him. 
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No. 97. 



Brie Qambrell. 



Guide Ne. 

(Hymn of the Wayward.) 

COPYRIGHT, 1011, BY ROOT. H. COLEMAN. 
WORDS AND MUaiC. 



CluM. H. OabrM. 




y/ ' \ yj )j y 

1. Hide not Thy face, Lord of Grace; Thon 'who hast tast - ed 

2. On Cal-y'ry's tree a thief to Thee Turned his re - pent - ant 

3. E'en so thro' tears of bnr-dened years Earth's chil-dren cry to 

4. Con - trite they plead their ev - 'ry need, Thy grace ^vill e'en fnl- 





woe Thro' Err-or's night lend Thon Thy light To goide me as I 
eyes. And for the gloom of Death's dark doom Thou gav - est Par - a- 
Thee, Whose blood was spilt that hn-man gnilt Be par-doned, full and 
fill, To life's last breath, thro' gloom of death, Guide Thou the way-ward 




i 
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free! 
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Guide 
Guide 
Guide 
Guide me, 

Guide me, 



f 



me, 
me, 
me. 



guide 
guide 
guide 
guide 



Kaide me. 



me. In this world of woe; 

me, Guard me with Thine eyes, 

me. Hear my cry to Thee, 

me. That I do Thy will, 
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Thro' Error's night lend Thon Thy light To guide me as I gol 
And for the gloom of Death's dark doom Thou gav - est Par - a - disel 
Whose blood was spflt that hu-man guilt Be par-doned, full and free! 
To life's last breath, thro' gloom of death, Guide Thou the way-ward still! 



No. 98. 



6onSs In the Ni^ht. 

OOPYIUQHTy letl , BY ROBT* H. COLEMAN. 
WORDS AND MUSIC J 



ChM. H. Qabrlel. 




1. There are sweet-est sonp at mom-ing, Joy-ous songs of love and praise 

2. It may be a mi - nor ca-dence, We have learned in pain and caie, 

3. When the mid-night darkness gath-ers, And the mid -day fan-cies cease. 




To the ten - der, lov-ing Fa-ther Who hath crowned with love our days; 
Bot 'twill be so mnch the sweet-er. When we sing it o - ver theie; 
There comes in the sol-emn si-Ience, Sweet-est whisp - ers of his peace; 

- ^ 




There are songs at dark of evening, Sweet-est songs at noon-tide bright, 
Christ will change to sweet-est ma - mc, Our poor trem-bling, brok-en stram; 
For^ like fright-ened lit • tie chil-dren,When all else grows dark and dim, 
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Bat the songs which are the sweet-est God doth send as in the night. 
He will sing it with his chil-dren, Set to heav - en's glad re-frain. 
We come near • er to oar Sav - ior, Know-ing we are safe with Him. 




Chobus. k^ 





the songs of the night, How they strengthen as to meet the day; 

the songs, the bless-ed sonffs* os to_.^ineet the day; 
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Son^s In the Ni^ht, 




the 801^. ... in the night How thej cheer and help as on the way. 

the BODCSf the bleas-ed Bones, 




No. 99. 



A Place for Me. 



COPYRIGHT, 101 f, BYROBT. H.COLEMAN. 

Mionie At Q. BdingtoB. worob and mubic. 



Chas. H. Qabriel. 




1. Un - to my Fa-ther's honse on high, Where ma - ny man-sions be, 

2. Eye hath not seen, nor hath ear heard, The bliss that waits me there; 

3. And when my earth - ly life is past, My Lord will come ^for me; 




p^^^^r;U-U-H: f J j i j: ^ 1 



Christ,my be - lov - ed Lord, has gone, To fit a place for me. 
The sweet delights, the peace nn - told, And joys be«yond corn-pare. 
That where He is^ I too, may dwell, With Him e • ter • nal - ly. 
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A place for me, a place for me, My Say - ior will pre - pare. 



No. 100. 



Rev. n. S. BrowB. 



Gloud or Sunshine. 

• COPYRIGHT, 180S, VT 0HA8. H. QABmEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



ChM. H. CtabrteL 




1. E^-'ry sky that glis-tens with the gold -en day, Has its clond of 

2. Sun-shine would be brighter for us day by day, If the clouds of 

3. There are sonls in dark-ne8s,long-ing for the light; We who are 6od*8 

4. Let us then look up-ward for a gold-en gleam Out of heay-en'8 




sor-row drift-ing o'er the way; If we are the sun-8hine,clouds will 
dark-ness all were swept a - way; Why not be the sun-light, fill - ing 
chil-dren should be shin - ing bright; There are hearts all shadow^d o'er by 
sun-light till our fac - es beam; Then with hearts of kindness let ns 




quick-ly flee, And the souls that meet us will be light and free, 
hearts with cheer, Driv-ing far a - way the sor - row met with here, 
sin and shame, Wut - ing for a sun-beam giv - en in His name. 
make,while here, Lives of oth - ers bright-er with our sun-shine cheer. 





Chorus. 



^ 
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Are you cloud or sun - shine in the world to-day? Are you spread-ing 




^^^ 



dark-ness, or a gold -en ray? Has some heart been dark-ened 




g" g r 1 f a 



Gloud or Sunshine. 







by your cloud of sin? Have you been the 8im-8hiDe,heIp-iiig oth-ers win? 

i9- 




No. loi. 



W.L.T. 



Tis Sweet to Know. 

COFVRIQHT, 1877 AND 1MH,BY WILL L. THOMPeON. 
USED BY PERMiaaiON. 



Will L. Thompson. 




1. 'Tis sweet to know that Jesns loves me, how sweet 1 To know that I may 

2. 'Tis sweet to know Him when life's sorrows Most be bome,To hear His cheering 

3. 'Tis sweet to hear His in - Ti - ta-tion ''Come to me," ''Gome all ye wear-y. 




rest my bnr-dens at His feet, - ver ns He's kind -ly watching, 
words of com-fort when we mourn, Pre-cious tho't that He is with us, 
la - den ones, there's rest for thee," Je - sus love is all per-vad - ing, 
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Fine 



t 
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m^ 



GaU-ing t'ward the sky, that all might heed His call and to Him fly. 
At the - pen grave, Al-ways read-y, ev - er will-ing us to save. 
Thro'-out earth and sky, Happy they who know this love from God on high. 



^ 
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^ 



Chorus. 



D. S. — i^'ferB you this bleu-ing too,*Ti» free to alL 

D.S. 






This love is mine, I hear the Savior call -ing. He 

This bye is mine, 



No. 102. 



c. H. a 



The Blessed 6tory. 

OOPVfHQHT, 1M0, By 0HA8. H. OABMEL. 
H. N. UNOOLN, OWNER. 



GlMS. H. Oidirtol. 




^S 



1. Hap - py vol - ces aog prais -^ to the KiQg, To the Eing who 

2. See in Gal - i - lee, on the deep blue sea, How the storm is 

3. ''Comeandfol-low me,— my dis-d-ples be." Are we read-y 



pstim 




rdgns a-bove; Ev-er sweet and clear comes the song so dear, Tell-ing 
hushed at will I How the wind o-beyed, and the waves were stayed, At the 
to - bey? Thro' Geth-sem-a - oe, o - ver Cal - va - ry, Will we 




of a Sav-ior's won -drons love; How He left His crown, and for 
bid-ding of His words "Be still I" How the blind, and lame, and the 
fol- low meek -ly all the way? Tho' for sin -ners slain, Je- sob 




us came down. Life e-ter-nal to nn- fold;— 'Tis a bless-ed 
lep - ers came. Nor did mer - cy He with - hold;— 'Tis a bless-ed 
fives a • gain, And He goards the gates of gold;— 'Tis a bless-ed 




The Blessed Story. 



Refrain. 




Sing the sto - ry, foil of glo - ry, Thatnev-ergrow-eth old; 

Simr the bless - ed sto - ry, fall of grace and glo • ly. 




No. 103. Patient 'Neath Thy Hand, Lord. 

Flora Kirkland. copyright, iww, by Robert h. coleman, oalias, tex. Howard B. Smith. 




1. Patient 'neath Thy hand, Lord, Ev-er let me lie; Thou the heav'nly Worker, 

2. On-ly Thon canst cleanse me From my sins' dark bHi^t; Only Thon canst fashion 

3. Bead -y for Thyserv-ice If Thouchopsest so; Bead-y but to wait, Lord, 




Clay to mold am I. As the clay is fash-ioned By the pot-ter's will, 
Yes - sels pure and white. ' 'Yes-sels un - to hon - or' ' Some bright soulsshall be; 
Till Thou say-est, * * Go I " that Thou wouldst choose me For Thy work to - day I 




Chorus. 




So I wish to be. Lord, Calm, sub-mis-sive still. 

In somehum-ble sta-tion, Lord, find place for me. I am in Thy hand, Lord, 

But, if not, then use me InThmeownbest way. 

p ti ^ ^ ^ 
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Andwouldnot re - bel. For I sure -ly know Thou Do-eth all things well. 



No. 104. 



Fanny J. Cratby. 



My Savior First of All. 

OORYRUIHT, 1M1. BY JNO. R. SWENEY. 
UaCO BY PER. OF MRS. L. E. SWENEY. 



Jflo* R< Swcncy* 




HUtrt^ 



1. When my life work is end- ed, and I cross the swell-ing tide, When the 

2. Oh, the Bonl-thriU-ingrapt-urewhen I view His bless - ed face, And the 

3. Oh, the dear ones in glo - ry, how they beck-on me to come. And our 

4. Thro' the gates to the cit - y, in a robe of spot«- less White He vnU 





bright and glorious monung I shall see, I shall know my Be-deemer when I 
his - ter of His kind - ly beaming eye; How my full heart will praise Him for the 
part - ing at the riv - er I re - cidl; To the sweet vales of E-den they will 
lead me where no tears will ev-er fall; In the glad song of a - ges I shall 




Fj'n';j nijjinjN i jH 



reach the otii - er ride. And His smile will be the first to wel - come me. 
mer - cy, love and grace. That pre-pare for me a man-sion in the sky. 
smg my wel-come home; But I long to meet my Sav-ior first of all. 
min - gle with de - light; But I long to meet my Sav-ior first of all. 




Chorus. 




I shall know Him, I shall know Hun, And redeem'd by His side I shall stand, 

I shall know Him 




My 6avior First of All. 
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I shall know Him, I shall know Him By the print of the nails in His hand. 

I shall know Him, 




' No. 105. Go Away Happy To-Nl^ht. 



James Rowe. 



COPYRIOHT, 1911, BY W. 8. BEAZLEY. USED BY PER. 

v»oiM>8 AND MU8I0. Samoel W. Beazley. 




1. Are you in sin, and in sor - row, Long-ing for com-fort and light? 

2. Still does a sin - bur-den bend you? Have all your hopes tak-en flight? 

3. Whisper His name, He will heed you, Free you from sm, with de - light; 
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Come, from the Lord you may bor-row; Go a - way hap-py to - night. 
Je - BUS will glad - ly be-friend you; Go a - way hap-py to - night. 
Come, take His hand, let Him lead you; Go a - way hap-py to - night. 





rfFTP 



Go a-way hap-py to-night, my friend, Go a-way hap-py to - night; 

yeSf hap-py (o - night* 




Je-8us is here giv-ing cor^ fort and cheer. Go a-way hap-py to - night. 



^p^Wf^tH^ 
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No. 106. 



R. L. B. 



Gome Today. 



WORM AND MUSIO OOPVMOHT, IMW. ti 1. O. EX06LL. 

INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED* R* L. BlOWarV. 







1. Do yoa hear the Sayior^s voice so sweet- ly call - ing, Come to-day , 

2. If you trust Him He wQl take a - way your sor - row, Day by day, 

3. He a - lone can give yoo par-don and sal - ya - tion, Foil and free, 

Come to-day. 
.A. 





t- 'I 

come to-day; 
day by day; 
foil and free; 

come to- d 



He will wipe the teardrops now so swift-ly fall • ing. 
And in sf^e - ty lead you to that bright to-mor- row, 
"Who - so - ey - er,'' is the bless-ed in - yi - ta - tion. 




An a-way, all a -way; 

All the way, all the way; 

"Come to me, come to me;"* 

AU a-way, aU 



Come to Him now with all yonr 
His arms are o - pen to re- 
Then wait no long*er,night is 




Chorus. 




sor - row, No long - er tarn from Hun a - way; 

ceiyeyon; From sin and dark-ness torn a - way; List -en toHisloy-mg 

fall - mg, Too late, too late, He eoonmay say; 



\AJ 



Gome Today. 
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voice 80 8weet-ly call - ing, "Come to-day, come to - day." 

oome to - day. 
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No. 107. 

jMsto B. Pooodt. 



Beautiful Isle. 

OOPVfUQHT, 1S»7, BY C O. EXCELL. 
WOROe AND MUSiO. 



J. S. Pearls. 




1. Some-where the son is shin -ing, Some-wfaere the song -birds dwell; 

2. Some-wfaere the day is Ion - ger, Some-wfaere the task is done; 

3. Some-where the load is lift - ed, Close by an o - pen gate; 



m- 
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Hush, then, thy sad re - pin - ing, God lives, and all is weU. 
Some-where the heart is stron-ger, Some-where the guer-don won. 
Some-where the donds are rift - ed, Some-where the an - gels wait. 






Chorus. 





-\)^,i-\iii}ii\i:i \ \ 



Land of the tme, where we live a • new,— Bean-ti-fnl Isle of Some-wherel 



hlo. 108. Gan a Boy Toilet His Mothei:? 



DtdSeated to mj friaiid, Mrs. B. Q. Chandkr, GoUwutor, IDek. 



J. M. W. 



oonrnoHT. laM. sr rev. j. h. webcr. by per. 



R0W. J. H. W< 







1. Can a boy 

2. Can a boy 

3. Gan a boy 

4. Can a boy 



for - get his motii • er's pray'r. When he haa 

for -get his moth - er's faee. Whose heart was 

for - get his moth - er's door, From which ha 

for -get that she is dead, Tho' ma - ny 




wan - dered, God knows where? If s down the path of death and 
kind and filled with grace? Her lov - ing voice it ech-oes 
wan - dered years be - fore? With tears and sighs she said, "good- 
years have passed and fled? Those tears, that pray'r, tiiat sweet *'good- 
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shame, Bnt moth - er's pray'rs are heard the same! 

sweet; She waits, she longs her boy to meet! Gome back, my 

bye, ''Meet me, my boy, be - yond the sky! 

bye," She waits to wel - come thee on high! 



fir- r 
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boy, come back, I say. And trav - el m thy moth-er's way! Gome 
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Can a Boy Tor^t His Mother. 
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back, my boy, come back I say, And trav - el in thy moth-er's wayl 

No, 109. Tve Joined the Christian Throng. 

OOPYRMHT* 1911 » BY S, W. BEAZLEY, USED BY PER. 



James Rowe, 



WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Samuel W. Beazley. 




^E^ 



1. I've left the fet-tered ranks of on And start-ed out the crown to win; 

2. I found that wa no joy could give, And so with Christ I -came to live; 

3. Poor sin-ner, come to Christ to - day And let Him take your sins a - way; 

4t 
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I'm mov-ing with the ransomed throng And smg-mg as I go a - long: 
He took a - way my sin and shame And so I'm glad in - deed I came: 
Be numbered with the ransomed throng And sing with me that grand old song: 

±-4- f -^-r*-:-=f=*-H*-Mi^-,*-P^ '°" 





•^Chorus 
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Hap-py day, 
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hap - py day. When Je - sus washed my sins a - way! 




i± 
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D.S,— Hap-py day, hap - py day, When Je - 8U$ woihed my tins a - way! 

D.S. 
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He taught me how to watch and pray. And live re - joic - mg ev - 'ry day; 
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No. 110. 

C. H. O. 



Harvest ^n^! 



WORM AND MUMO OOPVRIOHT, 1M7, BV CHM. H. OABWEL. /*■... u n.k.1^1 
E. O. EXOELL, OWNER. ^■"' "' """«■• 




1. Look, the har-vest-fleld is teem-ing With the rich and ri-pened grain; 

2. In the mar-kets and the by-way8,Whil-ing pre-doos hours a -way, 

3. Hear ye not the faith-fol sing-mg Of the la - bor and the yield? 




Wide it spreads be-fore ns, Bright the sky is o'er ns; In the son-light, 
Man - y stand com-plain-mg, I - die still re-main-ing, Loit'ring in the 
Boose ye, then, sleep-ers, Join the hap-py reap-ers; To the wind your 




gold-en gleaming, Heavrng like the restless main, '* Reapers are needed," re- 
dost - y highways, Hearing not the Mas-ter say: "Reapers are needed, 
sor-rows flinging, Pa-tient-ly the sick-le wield: "Reapers are needed. A- 




^^ 



Chorus. 




sounds o'er hOl and plam. 

who will work to - day?" Bouse ye, then, and to the fields a - way, 

wake, and to the field!" to the fields a -way. 



^-'-"Jgffnffr^M 
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Go la - bor for the Mas-ter whfle you may; Lol He is cali-ing, 

Mm - - ter while yon may; p. p. 




Harvest Son^. 




night is fall- ing, Hast-en to o- bey, For reapers are needed to-day. 




No. Ill Jesus is Galling. 

Pttioy J».CrMby. oopvriqht, ibm, bv aio. o. stebbins. by per. Q6orge C. Stebbloj* 




1. Je-BOB b ten-der -ly call-ing thee home— Calling to-day, calling to-day; 

2. Je-sos is call-ing the wea-ry to rest — Calling to-day, calling to-day; 

3. Je-sus is waiting, oh, come to Him now— Waiting to-day, waiting to-day; 

4. Je-sns is pleading,oh, list to His voice-Hear Him to-day,hear Him to-day; 




Why from the sunshine of love wilt thou roam Far-ther and far-ther a 
Bring Him thy bnrden,and thoa sl^alt be blest; He will not torn thee a 
Come with thy 8ins,at His feet low-ly bow; Come,and no long-er de 
They who be-lieve on His name shall rejoice; Quickly a - rise and a • 



way? 
way, 
lay. 

way. 




The Kindly Light is Leading. 




oorvmoHT, iwe, by ohm. h. qabmeu 

E. O. EXCELL, OWNER.. 



Chat. H. QtbrM. 



^tir^ft^^-^^ 



1. the kind - ly light is shin - ing on my path-way, Thro' the 

2. I was lost a -mid theheay-y mist of sor-row, Griey-ing 

3. When the jour - ney of this life is some • time o - yer, I know 





• i^^i^^i^^^ i ij 



t 



r? 



* 



^ 



gathering gloom and dark-iiess of the night, And I fear no e - yfl, 
for • the loyed ones who had passed from sight, When the light be - fore me 
I'll be glad I fol- lowed all the way, For the light that guid - ed 




for the way be-fore me In a flood of glo - ry now ap-pears to sight, 
led my f altering foot-steps To the path they jonmeyed to the mansions bright, 
safe - ly thro' the dark-ness Then will lead me on- ward to the per-fect day. 





^9E 
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Chorus. 




^M 




i 
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Bless-ed kmd - ly light, Glo-rions cheer - ing ray, 'Tis tlie 

Bless - ed kind - ly liffbfc, the 



* 



nfjf f iHr: 




t 




fight of heay^ shin -rngg^ and free; Blessed kind -ly light, 

'Tis fhe Ufhl of hetT'nelear, Bless-ed kind-ly Uffht is 



The Kindly Li^ht is Leading. 




No. 113. 



Vd/ 



Isaac Watta. 




J; 



At the Gross. 



COPYRIOHT, 1885, BY R. E. HUDSON. 



R. B. HndtOB, 



^m 




1. A - las and did my Sav-ior bleed, And did my Sovereign die? Wonld He de- 

2. Was it for crimes that I have done He groan'dnp-on the tree? A -maz-ing 

3. Well might the son in dark-ness hide, And shut His glo-ries in, When Christ the 

4. But drops of grief can ne'er re - pay The debt of love I owe; Here, Lord, I 







vote that sa-cred head For snch a worm as I? 

pit • y, grace unknown, And love be-yond de-gree I At the cross, at the cross 

might-y Mak - er died For man the creature's sin. 

give my - self a- way,— 'Tis all that I can do I 




whore I first saw the light. And the burden of my heart rolled a-way, 

JFf f-T* f- 




It was there by faith I received mysight, And now I am hap-py aU the day! 



D^^-p^-^ 




No. 114. 



Louis M. Waterman. 



Run to Meet Ne. 

0OPYRIOHT,-191 1, BY ROBT. H. COLEMAN. 
WORM AND MUtlO. 



Chai. H. Gabriel. 




1. Bun to meet me, my Fa-ther, As my jonr - ney I be - gio, 

2. Bim to meet me, my Fa-therl I am strnggling tow'rd Thy smile; 

3. Bon to meet me, O my Fa-therl My re-volt hath grieved Thee sore; 




From tiie cocm-try far aod fam-ished Where my wayward soul has beenl 
Bat a - way from Thy sweet pres-ence I have wan-deredmany a mile I 
All thy Fa - ther-hood I for - feit; Naught of love de - senre I more; 




H4^w-^^ 
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Thy fair sab-stance have I wast - ed In my sin's mad rev - el - ry; 
Back o'er sea and moor and mountain I have tamed my face tow'rd Thee; 
Bat a • cross the galf that sev - ers— On the brow of Cal - va - ry. 



h^ J I J"4|^ ^ 



I am help - less; I am hnn - gry; I am hast'ning home to Theel 
Bat the way sweeps far and path-less— my Fa - ther,come to me I 
By the riv-en side of Je-sas — Fa-ther, meet and par -don mel 




Bring thy ring, thy robe, thy sand-als! To thy lost one wel-come give! 



^^ \\ xuHh : 



^ 



42- 







Run to Meet Me. 

fc-r^ — J N — N J _r u^ ~i^ 
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Spread thy bao-qaet, my Fa-ther, 1 was dead, but lol I live! 



/T\ 




No. 115. 

e. a W. Wesley. 



I Believe Thee. 

OOPVRIQHT, 1911, BY ROBT. H. COLEMAN 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Ctaas. H. Qabrtel. 



f d •• d \ii i d • ^^ • * ^ ^ ' I ^ I 



1. I be - lieve Thee; I re-ceive Thee,Long, too long my past de • lay; 

2. I be - lieve Thee, I re-ceive Thee,From this mo - ment Thine I am," 

3. I be - lieve Thee, I re-ceive Thee.Thoa my Sav - lor, Lord and King; 

4. I be • lieve Thee, I re-ceive Thee,Who for me didst bear the blame, 





^-^ 
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Now I yield my - self nn - to Thee, Thou the Troe and Liv - ing way. 
All my life and love I give Thee, Thoa the sin a- ton -ing Lamb. 
Thoa hast saved me, I will serve Thee, Prais-es to Thy name I bring. 
Heart and mind and will con-fess Thee, Bef - nge find - ing in Thy name. 




^^^4^^^^^ 



^E^ 
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I be-lieve Thee, now re-ceive Thee, Thou who art by heaven a - dored. 



No. 116. Since I Gave Myself to Jesus. 



Maud PrsMr. 



COPYRISMT, 10M, BY WILL L. THOMPSON. 



WUl L. ThonpMO. 




1. Since I gave my-self to Je - sos, Since His call I did o - bey, 

2. Since I gave my-sell to Je - sos, Placed my life 'neath His con-trol, 

3. Since I gave my-self to Je - sos, I have found a Friend so dear; 




Oh, a bright-er joy is dawn-ing On my soul from day to day! 
In the sery-ice of my Mas-ter, Swift the hap - py mo-ments roll. 
One who loves the same for - ev - er, Al - ways f aith-ful, al - ways near. 




More and more of love and good-ness In my Sav - for I can see, 

Since I gave my-self to Je - sos, ToO's be-come a Mess - ed thing. 

He has nev - er failed nor left me Since I took Hun for my Guide: 

/- f^ /• J^ J ' ^ -f*- -1^ -^- '^ 
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More and more of rich - est bless - mg Does His mer - cy give to me. 

For each task, how-ev - er low - ly, Is a serv-ice for my £ing. 

Since I gave my-self to Je - sus, I am ful - ly sat - is - fied. 

f::_-f>- . ^ . A .15 .^. .15   




GHORns. 



«W^ 
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A song of glad - - ness In my heart 

Since I firave i&y-B«U to Je • • sns, Since I chose the bei-ter park. 



^ 



A song 



fS-gr^^^ 



Since I gtve myself to Je 



'im^ 



sas. Since I chose ttie bal 



Since I Gave Myself to Jesus. 




n^rv * I >i=wjf#^^^=f4^ 



There's a song of glad thanks-giv-iDg Ev - er rmg^ing in my heart. 




No. 117. Nothing But the Blood. 

R. oopynoHT, 10M. by marv runyon lowry. renewal. «.- .. ^ I ^„»„ 

•■- USED BY PERM.68ION Robert LowTy. 




1. What can wash a -way my sin? Noth-ing but the blood of 

2. For my par -don, this I see— Noth-ing but the blood of 

3. Noth-ing can for sm a - tone,— Noth-ing but the blood of 

4. This is all my hope and peace— Noth-ing but the blood of 



Je-sns; 
Je-sus; 
Je - sub; 
Je-sus; 




"What can make me whole a - gain? Noth-ing but the blood of 

For myclean8-ing,this my plea— Noth-ing but the blood of 

Naught of good that I have done,— Noth-ing but the blood of « 

This is all my right-eous-ness,- Noth-ing but the blood of 



Je - BUS. 

Je - BUS. 

Je - sus. 

Je - sus. 




OhI pre-cious is the flow That makes me white as 



snow; 




No oth - er Fount I know, Noth-ing but the blood of Je - 



sus. 



Na 118. 



S.M.I.HMwy. 



Ny father Knows. 

OORVnOHT, in7, BY E. O. EXGEU. 
WfORDa AND MUMO. 



B. O. BxfltO. 




1. I know my heav'niy Fa-ther knows The storms that woold my way oppose; 
2. 1 know my heay'nly Fa-ther knows The balm I need to soothe my woe8« 

3. I know my heav'nly Fa-ther knows How fraU I am to meet my foes, 

4. I know my heav'nly Fa-ther knows The. honr my journey here will dose^ 





Bnt He can drire the cloods a- way, And turn my dark-ness in - to day, 
And with His tonch of love di- vine, He heals this wounded soul of mine. 
But He my cause will e'er de-fend, Up - hold and keep me to the end, 
And may that hour, faith-ful Guide Find me safe shel-tered by Thy nde, 




^W 




Refrain. 




And turn my dark - ness in - to day. 
He heals this wound - ed soul of mine. 
Up - hold and keep me to the end. 
Find me safe shel-tered by Thy side. 



He knows. He 

My Fa - ther knows. 



^ J H f f I : 
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knows The storms that would my way op - pose; He 

I'm Bare He knows ikmfc would my way op - pose; 



^^ 



^ 




My Father Knows. 





irjr^^ 



knows, He knows, ~ And tempers ev'ry wind that blows. 

My F»4her knows, I'm uvn He knows, Ihe wind lliat blows. 




No. 119. The Half tias Never Been Told. 

^ ^ OOPVmOHT, 1888« BY R. E. HUDSON. 

Pranoiii R. Havcrgal* used by per. 



R. B. HadMa« 



j.. NN'^'J: J li': 3' j i ii V " I 



know I love Thee bet - ter, Lord, Than an - y earth - ly joy, 

2. I know that Thou art near - er still, Than an - y earth - ly tiirong, 

3. Thon hast pat glad - ness in my heart; Then well may I be glad! 

4. Sav - ior, pre - cions Sav - ior minel What will Thy pres-enoe be, 





r-J l J:/j/Jij;l 



I'or Thou hast giv-en me the peace Which noth-mg can de-stroy. 
And sweet - er is the tho't of Thee, Than an - y love - ly song. 
Witii-ont the se-cret of Thy love, I could not but be sad. 
If such a life of love can crown Our walk on earth with Thee? 



ti , I f : g c f f f i p' ^\rtf ff I 



Chobus. 




r The half has nev - er yet been told, Of love so full and free. 1 

1 The half has nev - er yet been told, The blood—it cleanseth me. i 

yet been told. 



No. 120. 



Q. M. BiUs. 



Poliow Me. 

OOFVmOHT, 180S, BV E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



M. L. McPhail. 




1. Like a chinie of ail - yer bells In the darkness ring-ing, Comes a voice that 

2. Lost one, will you close your ears To the mag - ic sto - ry That can charm a- 

3. Lol the tempter doth de-ceiye, Lnr-ing yon to sad-ness; Then he mocks you 

.....  . . ^ . ^ . 
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nr 




ev - er tells Of the Shepherd's care; To the wan-d'rer from the fold, 
way your fears When earth's joys de - part? Shall the spell ot e - vil hide 
while yon grieve, Pointing to de - spair; From his fet - ters break a - way, 




Love is ev -er bring-ing Tidings from the gates of gold, Of a wel-come there. 
From your eyes the glo-ry That f or-ev - er will a - bide With the pure in heart? 
Seek the path of glad-ness. Spurn the pleasures that decay, Of their sting beware. 



Chords. ' ' w V 




•Fol - low Me,''^ 



rrrr 



«• 



Fol - low, fol - low, fol - low Me, 



tt 



hear the Shepherd say - ing, * 'Seek the 

"Seek the door to 




ir;" Heed, heed thy 



door to pas-tures ev - er fair;" Ueed, U need tny 

pas - tares fair, to pas -tares ev - er fair;" Heed, heed thy Say-ior'sroice, 



Pollow Me. 




Sav-ior's ten-der pleading; Fol - low Him and find a welcome there. 

heeds His Fol-low in His focA-steps, Find a bless-ed wel-come there. 




No, 121. 



Fanny J« Crosby. 



Rescue the Perishing. 

W. H. DOANE OWNER OF COPYRIGHT. 
USED BY PER. 



William H. Doane. 




1. Kes-cne the per - ish - ing, Care for the dy-ing, Snatch them in pit - y from 

2. Tho' they are slighting Him, Still He is waiting, Wait - ing the pen - i - tent 

3. Down in the hu-man heart, Crushed by the tempter, Feelings lie bu-ried that 

4. Bes-cue the per - ish - ing, Dn - ty demands it; Strength for thy la-bor the 




an and the grave; Weep o'er the err -ing one," Lift up the fal-len, 
child to re - ceive: Plead with them earn - est - ly. Plead with them gently; 
grace can re -store: Touched by a lov - ing heart, Wak-enedby kind-ness, 
Lord will pro - vide: Back to the nar - row way Pa - tient - ly win them; 




Tell them of Je - bus the might - y to save. 
He will for-^ve if they on - ly be-Ueve. 
Chords that were broken will vi-brate once more. 
Tell the poor wanderer a Sav - ior has died. 



Bes-cne the per - bh-mg. 




Care -for the dy-ing; 



- BUS is mer-ci - ful, Je - bus will save. 



No. 122. 

c. H. a. 



More Like the Master. 

OOPVmOHT, IWM, BY OHAS. H. OABmiL. 
E. O. EXOEU, OWNER. 



Com* H« Osbrirt* 




1. More like the Mas - ter I would ev - er be, More of His meek-ness, 

2. More like the Mas - ter is my dai -ly prayer; More strength to car-ry 

3. More like the Mas - ter I would live and grow; More of His love to 




more hu - mil - i - ty; More zeal to la - bor, more cour-age to be 
cross -es I must bear; More eam-est ef-fort to bring His king- dom 
oth - ers I would show; More self-de -ni - al, like His in Gal - i- 



mf t f pfif 




true. More con - se - era - tion for work He bids me do. 
in; More of HisSpir - it, the wan-der-er to win. 
lee, More like the Mas - ter I long to ev - er be. 



/TV 
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Take Thou my heart, . . I would be Thine a - lone; . . 



^ 



^ 



Take my heart, take my heart, I would be 



Take Thou my 

Thine a -lone; Take my heart, 



it 





if' ,'u'jrri 
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heart . . and make it all Thine own; . . Purge me from sin, . . 

take my heart and make it all Thine own; Porge Thou me from ev - 'ry sin, 



f 

More Like the Master. 




Lord, Inowim-plore, Wash me and keep me Thine for-ev-er-more. 

Lord, I now implore, Wash and keep, wash and keep me Thine for-ev-er-more. 




No. 123. 



Bi A* H» 



Jesus is Passing By. 

OOPYRIQHT, 1884, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WOROa AND MUSIC. 



Rev* B* A* Hoftaiu* 




1. This is the sea -son of hope and grace, Je - sns is pass - ing by; 

2. This is the hour for the 8onl*s re - lease, Je - sns is pass - ing by; 

3. This is the mo-ment to seek the Lord, While He is pass - mg by; 

4. Trust in the Lord m this hour of need, While He is pass - ing by; 




Fink 




This for sal - va - tion the time and place, Je - sns is pass - ing by 

Trust Him and thou shalt go forth in peace, Je - sns is pass - uig by 

This is the time to be - lieye His word. While He is pass - ing by 

And you will find Him a friend in - deed, Je - sns is pass - ing by 




D. S -Bring Him thy heart ere in grUfHe de - pari; Je ' $ui i$ pa$$ - ing by. 



Chorus. 



D.S. 




Je • BOB is pass - ing by, 



Je - sns is pass - ing by. 



No. 124. 



c. n. o. 



Galling the Prodi^ar. 

OOPVnOHT, 1B89, BY E. O. EXOELL. 
WOflM AND MU«IC> 



CiMS. H. OabrM. 



^^ 




1. God is call-ing the prod-i- gal, come with-ont de - lay, Hear, O 

2. Pa - tient, lov-ing, and ten-der - ly still the Fa-ther pleads, Hear, O 

3. Come,there'sbreadin the house of thy Fa-ther,and to spare. Hear, O 




hear Him call * ing, call - mg now for 
hear Him call - ing, call - ing now for 
hear Him call - ing, call - ing now for 



thee; Tho' you've wandered so 
thee; OhI re-torn while tho 

thee; Lol the ta-ble is 

lor fihee; 




rnKP 



far from His presence, come today. Hear His loving voice calling still. 

Spir - it in mer-cy in - ter-cedes. Hear His loving voice calling still 

spread and th^ feast is waiting there, Hear His loving voice calling still 

calling stilL 

,^^, , , ., , , . , ....... . , ^^ 
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Call - - ing now for thee, ... wea - - - - lyprod-i-gal 

Calling now for thee, CtlliniT now for thee, Wea-ry prod-i-gal, come. 





rwrt r 
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come; Call - - - ing now for thee, 

wea -ry prod -i - gal, come; Call-ing now for thee, Call-ing now for thee. 



Galling the Prodigal. 







j^y* - 



i 
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wea ------ ry prod-i - gal come. 

Wea - ry prod • i - ^al, come, wea - xy prod • i - gal, come. 




No. 125. 

R. L. 

CSteeifid. 



Beautiful River. 



COPYIUQHT PROPERTY OP MARY RUNYON LOWRY. 
USED BY PER. 



R0V. Robert Lowry. 




wrrtjlrhttii i J'l/jv 



1. Shall we gath - er at the riv - er Where bright an - gel feet have trod; 

2. On the mar-gmo! the riv - er, Wash-ing np its sil-ver spray, 

3. Ere we reach the shin-mg riv • er, Lay we ev- 'ly bur-den down; 

4. Soon we'll gath- er at the riv - er, Soon oar pil-grim-age will cease; 

."r" rg — ^« — 0t — 0* 0* r? 




With its crys - tal tide for - ev • er Flow-ing by the throne of God? 
We will walk and wor- ship ev - er, All the hap - py, gold - en day, 
Grace oar spir - its will de - liv - er. And pro - vide a robe and crown. 
Soon cor hap - py hearts will qoiv - er With the xnel • o - dy of peace, 




Chorub. 
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Yes, we'll gath-er at the riv - er, The bean-ti-fol, the beaa-ti-fol riv - er, — 

^ -^.r'r' r.-r r- r r-r r .rf" 




Gath-er with the saints at the riv - er. That flows by the throne of God. 




No. 126. 

Pmony J. Crosby. 



The Joyful Son$. 

OOPVRIOHT, IBM, BY JNO. R. 0WENEY. 
IMCD W PEfWIMION OF L. E. 8WENEV, EXEOUTRM. 



AdamOeibel. 




1. Be-holdl a roy - al ar • my, With ban -ner, sword and shield. Are 

2. And now the foe, ad- vane - ing, That val - iant host as - sails, And 

3. Oh, when the war is end - ed, When strife and con - flict cease. When 




march-mg forth to con-qner, On life's great bat-tle-field; Its ranks are fiDed with 
yet they nev - er f al - ter, Their courage nev - er fails; Their Leader calls, ' 'Be 
all aresafe-ly gath-ered With-in the vale of peace. Be - fore the King e- 
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sol - diers, U - ni-ted, bold and strong, Who fol-lowed their Gom-mand-er, 
faith-full" They pass the word a - long, They see His sig - nal flash - ing, 
ter • nal. That vast and might-y tiirong Shall praise EGs name for - ev - er, 



i£ 
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Chorus. In unison. 



i^ 




And dng their joy -fol song. 

Andshont the joy - fnl song. Vic - to - ry, vie - to - ry, Thro' Him that re- 

And this shall be their song: 




Vic- to - ry, vie - to - ry. Thro' Je -sosChriBt onr Lord! 
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The Joyful Son$. 
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Vic-to-ry, vic-to-iy, Tic-to-iy, Thro' Je- bus Christ our LordI . . 

fhzo' Christ oar Lordt 



. J J^^- 




No. 127. Don't You Know He Gares? 



JohosQO OatflMm, Jr. 



OOPYfUOHT, 1897, BV JOHN J. HOOD. 
U8E0 BY PEIMieaiON. 



J. Howard Bntwlsle. 




1. When your spir-it bows in sor-row From the load it bears, Go and 

2. Have your feet be-come en - tan - gled In v the tempter's snares? There is 

3. Have yon been by grief o'er-tak - en,— Strick-en un- a -wares? Yet yon 

4. So a-midlife's cares and straggles, Blending songswith prayers— Ai- ways 




^^ 



Fine. Chorus. 




tellyonr heart to Je - sns— Don'tyonknowHecares? 

One who died to save yon, —Don' t yon know He cares? Yes, there is One who 

will not be for-sak - en— Don't yon know He cares? 

pntyonrtrostin Je - sos— Don't yon know He cares? 




D.8. 




aharesyonr hardens, Ev-'ry sor-rowshares; Go and tell it all to Je-sos,— 
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No. 128. If There's Sunshine in Your Heart. 



Heton Dongan. 



COPYRIGHT, ISM, BY E. O. E<CELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



J* M« 
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1. Yoa can make the pathway bright, Fill the soul with heaven's light, If there's 

2. Yon can speak the gen - tie word To the heart with an-ger stirred, If there's 

3. Yon can do a kind-ly deed To your neighbor in his need. If therms 

4. Yon can live a hap - py life In this world of toil and strife, If there's 





snn - shine in your heart; Turning dark-ness in - to day, As the shad-ows 
sun - riune in your heart; Tho' it seems a lit - tie thing. It will heav -en's 
snn <- shine in your heart; And his bur- den you will share. As yon lift his 
snn - slune in your heart; And your soul will glow with love From the per- feet 




fly a - way, If there's sunshine in your heart to-day. 
blessingbring , If there's sunshme in your heart to-day. If there's sunshine in your 
loadof care. If there's sunshine m your heart to-day. «aB-shine 

Light above , If there's sunshme in your heart to-day. 





heart. You can send a shm - mg ray That will tnm the night to day; 

in year heart, 



If There's Sunshine in Your Heart. 




Andyour cares will an de-part, If there's snnshme in you heart to-day. 

wiU aU de-part. 




No. 129. The Promised Land. 

Samuel Steanett. Arr. by R. M. MclntMb. 
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1. On Jor- dan's storm-y banks I stand, And cast a wish-fol eye 

2. All o*er those wide, ex - tend - ed plains Shines one e - ter - nal day; 
3." No chfll - ing winds, nor pois'nons breath,Gan reach that health-fnl shore; 
4. When shall I reach that hap - py place. And be for - ey - er blest? 





To Ga-naan's fair and hap - py land. Where my pos - ses - sions Ue. 

There God, the Sonpfor - ev - er reigns, And scat - tcrs night a - way. 

Sick - ness and sor - row, pain and death. Are f olt and feared no more. 

When shall I see my Fa-ther'sface, And in His bos - em rest? 



£i£ 



Ifi irnrrrrtir: 




D.iSl-0 who vnil come and • go with me.' 1 am bound Jor the promited land. 







I am bound for the prom-ised land, I am bound for the promised land; 

promised land, 
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No. 130. His Love is Tar Better Than Gold. 



eopvMQHT. 1910, BY RODCHeAVEft-AOKLEY CO. Rtv, A.H. Ackley. 




1. The love of the Christ is so pre - oions,That no mor-tal its 

2. He meets ev - 'ry need with the prom-ise, No good thing from His 

3. My heart ev- er yearns with a long-ing, To be - hold the great 





wealth can Tin- fold; His grace is astote-honseof rich-es to me, His 
owntowith-hold; So dai - ly I tmstin the Cm- ci- fied One, His 
joy of my sonl, For-ev - er to dwell in the presence of Him, Whose 

rHf^ i i-:ttr^M^g|u[[:r:j 
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Chorus. 




love 
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far bet-ter than gold. His 

His 
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love IS 

love is far bet 
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far 
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bet-ter than gold, Its full - nesscan ner-er 

ter, far bet-ter than gold, Its fullness can nev - er 
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Mis Love is far Better Than Gold. 
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mansionB a-bove, For His love is far bet - ter than gold. 

maa-sioDS a - bove. For His love is far bet • ter than gold. 




No. 131. Something for Jesus. 

S. D. Phelps. D. D. COPYRIOHT, ism. by ROBERT LOWRV. 



RENEWAL. USED BY PERMISSION. 
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Robert Lowry, D. D. 
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1. Say- ior, Thy dy - ing love Thongay-est me, Nor should I 

2. At the blest mer- cy- seat, Plead-ing for me, My f ee - ble 

3. Giye me a faith - M heart,— Like-ness to Thee,— That each de- 

4. All that I am and haye,— Thy gifts so free,— In joy, in 
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anght with -hold, Dear Lord, from Thee: In loye my soul would bow, 

faith looks up, Je - sus, to Thee: Help me the cross to bear, 

part - ing day Henceforth may see Some work of loye be - gun, 

grief, thro' life, Dear Lord, for Theel And when Thy face I see, 
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My heart ful-fil itsyow. Some o£F'ringbringTheenow,SomethingforThee. 
Thy wondrous loye de-clare, Some song to raise, orprayer, Something for Thee. 
Somedeed of kindnessdone. Some wand'rersought and won. Something for Thee. 
My ransomed soul shall be. Thro' all e-ter-ni-ty. Something for Thee. 




No. 132. Un^er With Ne, Precious Savior. 



Mrs. B. W. ChMWMi. 



OOPYWOHT, 1889. SV E. O. EXOELU 
WORM AND MUaiC. 



Chas. Bdw. Prior. 




1. Lin-gerwith me, preciouB Sav-ior, Earthly joys are fad-iog iast; 

2. Lin-ger with me, precious Sav-ior, Let the weet-em son-set's glow, 

3. Lin-gerwith me, precious Sav-ior, Let Thine arms a -round me fold; 






c 



Lending, Lord,Thy grace and fa - vor Till this fleet - ing life has passed. 
Bays of bright and shin-ing brilliance O'er my hap - py spir-it throw. 
When the Jordan's wave 1 en - ter. Do not then re-lease Thy hold. 



tet- 
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Dear-est friends a - round me gath-er, Tho' o'er some the grave has closed; 

Light-er, light - er be theeve-ning When the day of life is done; 

When the bright, e • ter - nal mom-ing Shall my glad, free spir - it wake. 




Heed-mg not the i - cy fin -ger,Calm their sonls on Thee re - posed. 
Dear -er, dear- er be Thy presence With me at the set of son. 
Still be with me, my Sav-ior, And my soul to glo - ry take. 



H 6pm ^a 




Lm-ger with me, precioos Sav - ior. Closely hold in Thmemyhand; 

Linger with me, precioas Savior, Closely hold in Thine my hand; 



Linger With Me, Precious Savior. 

h . ^. J h N I- I h 




Lin - ger with me, yes, still lin - ger, Till with-in. . . . Immanael's land. 

Linger with mo Till within 

/vs. 




No. 133. 



Draw Me Nearer. 



Fannie J. Crosby, oowrioht, ims, by w. h. doane, renewal. 



William H. Doane. 




1. I am Thine, Lord,I have heard Thy voice, And it told Thy love to me; 

2. Con-se-crate me now to Thy serv- ice,Lord,By the pow'r of grace di- vine; 

3. the pure de-light [of a rin - gle hour That be-fore Thy throne I spend, 

4. There are depths of love that I cannot know Till I cross the nar - row sea; 




But I long to rise in the arms of faith, And be clos-er drawn to Thee. 
Let my soul look up with a stead-fast hope, And my will be lost in Thme. 
When I kneel in pray'r,and with Thee,my God, I commune as friend with friend. 
There are heights of joy that I may not reach. Till I rest m peace with Thee. 




Draw me near - er, nearer, blessed Lord, To the cross where Thou hast died, 

^ ^ near-er. near-er. 
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Draw me nearer, nearer, nearer,ble8sed Lord, To Thy precious, bleedmg side. 




No. 134. When the Roll is Galled Up Yonder. 



Di M» J* 



J. M. BLACK OWNER OF OOPVRMHT. 
USED BY PER. 



J. MiBteck. 




1. When the trum-pet of the Lord shaU Bound, and time shaQ be no more, 

2. On that bright and clondless monung when the dead in Christ shall rise, 

3. Let us la - bor for the Mas - ter from the dawn till set-ting son, 




And the morc-ing breaks, e - ter-nal, bright and fair; When the saved of 
And the glo - ry of His res - nr-rec - tion share; When His chos-en 
Let ns talk of aU Hiswondronslcveand care; Thn when all of 
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earth shall gath - er o - yer on the oth - er shore, And the roll is 
ones shall gath -er to their home be- yond the skies, And the roll is 
life is - ver, and our work on earth is done, And the roll is 




called np yon-der, I'll be there. When the roll is called up 

called np yon-der, I'll be there. 

called np yon-der, I'll be there. When the roU is called ap 




yon - der, When the roll . . . is called np yon - der,Whentht 

yon-der, I'll be there, When fhe roll is called ap yon-der, I'll be Ihere, 
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When the Roll Is Galled. 




roU b cali'd up yonder, When the roll b call'd up yonder I'll be there. 

When the roll 




No. 135. Must I Go, and Empty Handed? 

After a month only of Christian life, nearly all of it npon a sick bed, a yoonirman of nearly 80 years 
lay dying. Suddenly a look of sadness crossed his face* and to the aaeiy of a friend he exclaimed: 
**No, I am not afraid, Jesus saveB me now: batch, must I go, and empty handedf 



m 



eOPYfUQHTt 1906, BY QEO. 0. 8TIBBIN6. 



Qeo. C. Stebbins. 
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l.^'Must I go, and emp-ty hand-ed," Thusmy dear Re - deem - er meet? 

2. Not at death I shrink nor fal-ter, For my Say -ior saves me now; 

3. Oh, the years of sm - ning wast-ed, Gonld I but re - call them now, 

4. Oh, ye saints, a -rouse, be earn -est, Up and work while yet 'tis day, 

#- -^ -^ _ - -f- f- 
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Not one day of serv-ice give Him, Lay no tro-phy at His feet? 
But to meet Him emp - ty hand-ed, Tho't of that now clouds my brow. 
I would give them to my Sav - ior, To His will I'd glad - ly bow. 
Ere the n!ght of death o'er-takes thee, Strive for* souls while still you may. 



ff^-ff M^ ^M i f fr-i 



Not one soul vith which to greet Him, Muit I emp • ty hand - ed go? 



Chorus. 
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"Must I go, and emp - ty hand-ed," Must I meet my Sav -ior so? 

#• A #• -^ 



No. 136. 



LmUs McCatchMO* 



The Sure roundation. 

OOrVMOHT, ItOO, BY H. N. UNOOIN. 
ALL lUOHTB RMERVEO. 



C L* ChaodMrliii* 




1. Each one In fife 10 bdld-ing A tem-ple of hb own; Seek then the sore fomi- 

2. Earth's mightiest works shall perish, Shall cnunble and decay; The piles of brick and 

3. There hath beenlaid in Zi-onAsnrefoandationstone;BnildthenyonrhopesiqH 

L . L L ^ 




da - tion, Choose wen the cor-ner-stone. Trust not in fame or rich-es, Nor 
gran-ite The years shall sweep a-way; But souls five on for-ev-er. In 
on it, OnChrist, andHima-lone.Whento the fi - nal judgment Wa 




on goodworksre-ly;Men'sbestactsareim-per-fectIn6od'sun-err-ing eye. 
joy or mis-er-y; Andchar-ac-ter is destined To last e-ter-nal-ly. 
come at God's command, Safe onthe Bock each temple All glo-ri-fiedshall stand. 




Build .... ontheBockof A - ges. Build 

Build on fhe Bock of A • ges, Baild onfheBoekof A«ge8, Bnildnot oa Um 




The Sure foundation. 
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ra - ges, Safe -ly thy work shall stand. 

So when the tern-pest n • ges, ^ shall soie-ly stand. 




No. 137. 



W.J. K. 



Lord, Tm Coming Home. 

OOPYMOHT, 1802, BY W. J. KIRKPATRIOK. 
U8£0 BY PER. 




Wm. J. KlrkiMtrlGk. 



WfV^i i ^ i^^^ 



1. Tve wan - dered far a - way from God, Now I'm com-ing home; 

2. I've wast - ed ma - ny pre -cious years, Now Tm com-ing home; 

3. I've tired of sin and stray -ing, Lord, Now I'm combing home; 

4. My soul is sick, my heart is sore, Now Tm com-ing home; 
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The paths of sin too long I've trod. Lord, I'm com-mg home. 

I now re-pent with bit - ter tears, Lord, Tm com-ing home. 

I'll trust Thy love, be - lieve Thy word. Lord, Tm com-ing home. 

My strength re - new, my hope re - store. Lord, Fm com-mg home. 




D. S.~0 - ftn vfide Thine arms tf love^ Lord, Fm eom-ing home. 



Chorus. 



D.S, 




5 My only hope, my only plea, 
*Now I'm coming home; 
That Jeens died, and died for me, 
Lord. I'm cominff home. 



6 I need His cleansing blood I know, 
Now I'm cominff home; 
wash me whiter than the snow^ 
Lord. I'm comins home. 



No. 138. 



Rev. P. M. McConnell. 

Soprano and Tenor Dnet, ad lib. 



Come Home To-Ni$ht. 

COPYRIQHT, 1S96( BYH. N. UNOOUt 



H. N. Lincoln. 
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1. There's a beau-ti-ful cit - y of jas - pers and gold, Far a - way in the 

2. There are beau-ti-M mansions prepared up - on high, Where no ter-ror the 

3. There are dear ones in heav-en with an-gels and God, They are cloth'd in the 

4. Hear their ear-nest en-treat-ies, they bid you be wise And to turn from the 
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world of de - light. There we'll dwell with our Sav-ior for a - ges un-told, 
soul can af-fright; Will yon give up your sins whfle the Savior draws nigh? 
robes of pure white; look up from this sor-row-ful world where they trod, 
dark-ness to light; Will you heed them, dear sin-ner? God help you, a - rise, 




Refrain. 




Sm-ner, start for that cit - y to-night. 
Sin-ner, start for those mansions to-night. 



Come home to-night, sin-ner. 
Gome home to-night, sin-ner. 



Sin-ner, start for those dear ones to - night. Gome home to-night, sin-ner, 
Praise the Lord,they are coming home tonight. Commg home to-night, Say-ior, 
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Come home to-night,8umer. Make a start for heav-en, Come home to-night; 
Coming home to-night, Savior, Starting out for heav-en. Coming home to-night; 
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Gome H ome To-Ni$ht. 
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Pay thy vows to Je - sus, An(i come home to-night. 

Take them to Thy bo - som, Lord, They're coming home to-night. 
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No. 139. 
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Dr. Horatio Bonar. 



1 Shall Be Satisfied. 

COPYRIGHT, 1907, BY H N. LINCOLN. 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 

(Good for a Solo.) 




H. N. Lincoln. 



len I shall wake in that fair mora of moms Aft - er whose dawnmg 

2. When I shall see Thy glo - ry face to face, When in Thine arms Then 

3. When I shall meet with those that I have loved, Clasp in my arms the 

4. When I shall gaze np - on the face of Him Who for me died, with 




nev - er night re - toras. And with whose glo -ry day e - ter - nal burns, 
wilt Thy child em-brace. When Thou shalt o - pen all thy stores of grace, 
dear ones long removed. And find how faith - fnl Thou to me hast proved, 
eye no Ion - ger dim. And praise Him with the ev - er - last - ing hymn, 





Refrain. 
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I sllan be sat - is-fied. 
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I shall be sat - is-fied, I 

I shall be 8at-is-fied» sat - is -fled, I shall be sat- 
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shall be sat - is - fied, I shall be sat- is-fied. By and by. 

is - fied. sat -is - fied, I shall be sat - is - fied,sat - is - fled, Sak • is • fied b7 and by. 
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No. 140. All the Way My Savior Leads Ne. 

»^  /*Mi.Mh» OOFVRHIHTf 1M8| BY MARY RUNVON LOWRV. RENEWAL n.fc .-^ • - 

raany j. crpsoy. ' _ pM-iaaiMi RoD«t Lowry. 



UMO BY PERMISSION. 




1. All the way my Say-ior leads me; What have I to ask be -side? 

2. All the way my Say-ior leads me, Cheers each wind-ing path I tread, 

3. All the way my Say-ior leads me; the fol - ness of His loye! 





Can I doubt His ten-der mer - cy, Who thro' fife has been my Guide? 
Giyes me grace for ey-'ry tri - al, Feeds me with the fiy-ing bread; 
Per -feet rest to me is prom-ised In my Fa-ther's house a-boye: 





Heay'nly peace, di - yin - est com - fort, Here by faith m ffim to dwell! 
Tho' mywear-y steps may fal - ter, And my soul a-thirstmay be. 
When my spir - it, clothed im-mor - tal. Wings its flight to realms of day. 





For I know, what-e'er be -fall me, Je-sus do - eth all thmgs well; 
Gush-ingfrom the Rock be -fore me, Lol a spring of joy I see; 
This my song thro' end-less a - ges, Je - sus led me all tiie way; 



All the Way My Savior Leads Ne. 




For I know, what-e'er be -. iaU me, Je - sos do - etfa all tiungs ^ell. 
Gashing from the Bock be -fore me, Lol a spring of joy I see. 
This my song thro' end -less a-ges, Je-sos led me aU the way. 



feftrHft 




No. 141. 

JobotOD Oati 



No, Not One. 



Jr. 



USED BY PERMiaSION OF OEO. 0. HUQO, 
OWNER OF OOPyRIOHT. 

Slow, and toith feeUng. 



Qeo. C. Hugg. 
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1. There 's not a friend like the low - ly Je - sos. No , not one I no , not one ! 

2. No friend like Him is so high and ho-ly, No, not one 1 no, not one I 

3. There's not an hour that He is not nearns, No,notonel no,notoneI 

4. Did ey - er saint find this Friend for-sake him? No,notoneI no,notonel 
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None else could heal all our souls' dis - eas - es. No, not one! no, not one! 

And yet no friend is so meek and low- ly. No, not one! no, not one! 

No night so dark but His love can cheer us. No, not one! no, not one! 

Or sin - ner find that He would not take him? No, not one ! no, not one! 




D.S.-Th£re*8notafrimdUkethe low'ly Je-siua^ No^notone! no,natoneI 
Chorus. 



D.8. 




No. 142. 



The Lost Soul's Lament. 



Mrs. Lou S. Bedford. 



COPYRMNT, ItM, BY N. N. UNOOLN. 
ALU RIQHT8 REtERVED. 



H. N. Llnooln. 




1. The sum - mer is end-ed, Godl And the har - vest for - ev - er 

2. Foil oft - en His '*8tiU" gen-tle voice, Has en - coor-aged my way-ward 

3. I thought'* there is time e - nongfa yet," And the way was so strange - ly 

4. I stretch oat my weak, help-less hand Beach-ing far toward the Jas - per 




past, Whfle heed -less life's earn - est path I have trod. And 

heart To choose, in the place of life's fleet - ing joys, like 

bright; I dreamed not the snn was qnite so near set I 

sea, And pray for one glimpse of Can - aan's bright land— Where 
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now I'm nn - done at last; ^th tiie best of *'in - ten-tions" my 

Ma - ry, ''that bet - ter part," Bat a - lasl ev -'ry warn - ing my 
woke and be - held 'twas night I All the claims of . the gos - pel a- 

lov - ing friends wait for me. Whose kind faith-fal wam-ings, I 




path I have paved, Bat the har - vest is past and my seal is 

proad heart has brought, The sam - mer is end - ed and I am 

las! I had waived, Till the sheaves are all gar-nered and I am 

oft - en have braved; But the har - vest is end - ed and I am 



not saved, 
not saved, 
not saved, 
not saved. 



Chorus. 




The Lost Soul's Lament. 
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I am not saved,..., I am not saved,.... 

I am not saved . I am not aavedf I am not saTod, I am not saTod, 




The har - - vest is end - - - ed and I am not saved. 

The har -Test is end-ed. th» bar •test is end-ed 




No. 143. 



Somebody. 




WORDS AND MUSIC COPYRIGHT, 1901, BY W. S. WEEDEN. 

Jolin R. Ciemeots, e, o. excell, owner. 



W» Sa WoMten. 
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1. Some-body did a gold -en deed, Pro v-ing him-self a fnendin^need; 



2. Some-body tho't 'tis sweet to Kve, Will-ing - ly said, "I'm glad to give;" 

3. Some-body i - died all the honrs, Care-less-ly crnsh'd life's fair-est flow'rs, 

4. Some-body fill'd the day with light, Con-stant-ly chased a - way the night; 




Some-body sang a cheer-ful song, Bright'mng the skies the whole day long,— 
Some-body fought a val-iant fight, Bravely he lived to shield the right,— 
Some-body made life loss, not gain,Tho't*less-ly seemed to live in vain,— 
Some-body*s work bore joy and peace, Sure-ly his life shall nev-er cease,— 
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Was that some - bod - y yon?^ Was that some - bod - y you? 
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No. 144. 



A More Convenient Day, 

Satan'B LuUaiby, 
Mrt. Loa 5. Bedford. 
Alt. by H. N^ Linoolii. 

SoiUi re^Uando* 



OOPYMGHT* 1M7, BV H. N. UNOOLN. 
AU RMHTt RESERVED. 



H. N. Unoohi. 




1. ''Al-most per-saad-«d," A - grip-pa said, Con*vic-tion humbled his proud state- 

2. "Al-most peiHniad-ed," with bat-ed breath, The young man thinks of the moment 

3. "Al-most per-soad-ed," the maiden cries, And wipes the tears from he^ sparkling" 

4. "Al-most per-soad-ed," the spir - it waits, And knocks,and knocks at the closely 




ly head, And stirred his king-ly breast; He heard the won-der-tol words of Paul, 
of death,But fame's al - lur - ing star. To bis fond vis-ion so bright ap -pears, 
brown eyes; But 0, I'm called so faur, 'Tis hard to sac - ri - flee joys of youth, 
barred gates. But olence reigns within;No word of welcome comes back from.tiiOie 




Pro-clalm-ing Je - SOS the all in all. The sin-ner's so-lace and rest; 
And comes a - non to His wait - mg ears, Such praise from near and a - far, 
I'll seek the Lord and ac - cept His truth, When comes a sea - son of prayer; 
Who spurn His warnings and seek re - pose In f a - tal o - piates of sin; 
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But "al-most per^aad - ed" the Emg went his way, A-wait - mg a more con- 
That with these de-lu-dons the youth turns a - way, A-wait - mg a more con- 
And straggling with conscience tiie girl turns a - way, A-wait - ing a more con- 
Be - ject - ed and slight - ed they torn Him a - way, No hope of a more con- 
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A More Convenient Day. 

Befsain. 
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yen • lent day. A more con-ven-ient day, .... A more con-yen-ient day, .... A- 

A more con - Ten-isnt diy* A more eon - ven-ient day, 
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lasl how ma-ny are go-ing a-stray, a - wait- ing a more con-ven-ient day. 



!So. 145. Why Not Gome to Him Now. 



p. A. 5. 



OOPVMQHT, IMS, BY E. O. EXGELL. 
WORDS AND MU8I0. 



Prank A. Slmpkliw. 




1. Sin - ner, why have you been straying? Why from the fold are yon stay -ing? 

2. Gome, for the Sav-ior is call-mg,Gome,e*er the night shades are fall-mg, 

3. Gome, for the moments are fly-ing,Gome,sui*s.temptation8 de - fy - ing, 

4. Friends whom yon love are now 8leeping,0th-ers are pray-mg and weep-ing, 




Loved ones foryou have been'praynig, 

life without Him b ap - pall - ing, Will yoa not come to Him now? 

While souls a-bont yon are dy - ing. 

An - gels their vigels are keep-ing, wm yoa noi oome to the Sa? - tor now? 




' W^\f^ 



... -TTT' . 

why not now? why not now? WQI yon not come to Him now? 

Wlijnotno«,Owh]rnotiiowt Wbrnotnow.Owhriiotiiowt ^^ 



i 



tg 



ffaj nol now,u wnjr noi nowT wny nol now, 







No. 146. The Glorious Time is Coming. 



W. B. Wttliamc. 



COPYRIGHT, IMS. BY H. N. LINGOiN. 
ALL mOHTS RESERVED. 



Chas. H. OabrleL 




1. The glorious time is com-ing, Wh^ Christ o'er earthshall reign, When all the 

2. The glorious time is com-ing,When n- ni-ver-sal peace Shall smile np- 

3. The glorious time is com-ing, When we, with saints of heay'n, To-geth - er 




world'sdo-min-ions Shall be Hb vast do -main: has- ten, Lord, its 
on all peo - pie, And wars for - ev - er cease; When ty - ran - ny shall 
shall be gath -ered; With free -dom to us giv'n, To dwell in rich -est 



f^}}fff\r\\ ^ 




ad -vent! For this let all pre -pare I By work-ing in His vine-yard 
van-ish, And greed be changed to love, When broth-er- hood of na-tions 
man-sions With Christ, our Lord and King; And glo-ry, laud, and hon-or, 



&A f f tHrirM 




Each may in His glo - ry share. The glo - rious time is com-ing. When 
Shall be like to that a-bove. 
Un - to Him for - ev - er dug. 

J. 



com • me on. 
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Christ shall us con - f ess Be - fore the whole ere - a - lion, And our 

Bhall as con-fess . 



The Glorious Time is Coming. 




souls for- ev - er bless; The glo-rions time is com-ing, When Christ shall us con- 

com-ing on. shall 




fess Be - fore the whole ere - a - tlon, Oar souls for- ev - er bless. 

as eon- fess , 

^ 1^ 




No. 147. We'li Worii tili Jesus Gomes. 



BUzabeth MiUs. 



USED EY PERMISSION. 



WilUam Miller. 




1. land of rest, for thee I sigh I When will the mo-ment come 

2. To Je-sns Christ I fled for rest; He bade me cease to roam, 

3. I songl^t at once my Sav-ior's side, No more my steps shall roam; 

f ■^' . . f f r r . ^^J 




When I shall lay my ar-mor by. And dwell in peace at home? 
And lean for sac -cor on His breast Till He con-duct me home. 
With Him I'll brave death's chill-ing tide, And reach myheav'n-Iy home. 





5^ 
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^ Chobus. ^ 1 1 , — |~Y"2' 





We'll work till Jesfos comes,We'll work till Je-sas comes; 

We'nwork We'll work Andwe'U be gathered home. 

L L L I b — _^ # 
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No. 148. 



E. 6* Hfivlil* 



On to the Land of Glory. 

OOfVMQHT 18M, W* E. O. EXOCU. 
WN08 AND MUSIO. 



Jbo* Ic. Swmmjt* 




^^ 



^ 



* 



1. On to the land of glo - ry, On to the home of light, 

2. Loy-al to Christ onr Lead-er, Tnnt-ing His bonndleaB mighty 

3. On to the land of glo - ry, On to the home so dear. 




Sing - ing the dear old 
March-ing in Zi - on's 
Help - ing each oth - er 




sto - ry, On to the man-slons 
ar - my, Bat - tling for God and 
np-ward, On with a song of 



bright; 

right; 

cheer; 




^fe 




Joy-fnl - ly shont-ing ho - san - na, Prais-ing the name of our King, 

Vie-to - ry on - ly thro' Je - sns, This is the watchword of faith, 

61o-ri - ons hopes are be - fore as, Ton - der ihe crown and tiie palm, 

J. Si Si »\ » ^ f ^ J -^ > 
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^ 



^^ 



Fol-low-ing af - ter His ban - ner, Glad - ly our voic - es ring. 
Ger-tain-ly He will be with ns, With as in life and death. 
Join in the ja - bi-lant cho - ros, Join the thanks-gi? - ing psalm. 




^ 



Choeos. 

fcnt: 
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On! on! onl On to the land of glo-ryl On! On! 

Muehing, muching, marehiag on, Mueliinff, nurehiaf , 




tajt^^p 



On to the Land pf Glory. 



p-aj : ^' 1 



onl 




On to the home of light! Onl onl onl Smgii^ jibie 

Mirehiiifft marching marcUair on, 




dear old sto - ry; Onl onl onl 

^MarehingiDurehinfftnareliinffoa, 



On to the manaiaDS bright. 




No. 149. 

W. B* Witter* 



Gome, 6inner, Gome! 

OO^VRIOHT, 1S79, BV H. R. PALMER. 



u 




1. Whfle Je - ens whisp - en to yon, Gome, sin - ner, come! While we are 

2. Are yon too heav - y lad - en? Come, sin - ner, come! Je - sns will 

3. Oh, hear His ten - der plead-ing, Gome, sm - ner, come! Come and re - 




pray -ing for yon, Come, sin - ner come! Now is the time to own Him, 
bear yonr bnr-den. Come, nn - ner come! Je • sns will not de-ceiye yon, 
reiTe the blessing. Come, sin - ner come! While Je -sns whisp -ers to yon, 




Come, sin - ner, come! Now is the time to know Him, Come, sin - ner come! 
Come, sin - ner, come! Je • sns can now re-deem yon. Come, sm - ner come! 
Come, dn-ner, come! Whfle we are pray-ing for yon, Come, sin -ner come! 




r fiKf jf rr 



No. 150. The Christian's Inheritanoe. 

Mrs. HaniMh M. RIchirdt. oopvmqht, itM, by h. n. unoocn. 



W. O. Cooper. 




i'iijj i W^' 



1. Lettheworidhayeits diamonds, its sil - ver and gold, I am rich -er by 

2. Let the wqrid have its pot-tage, my birth-right I'll keep, For itspleasores or 

3. Let the worid have its hon-ors, am - bi-tion8andfame,IntheLamb'sBookof 

4. I am near-mg the dt - y, its 8|Mres I can see, And its peari-y gates 




far with the ti - tie I hold; I am heir to a king-dom, a 

toys I'll not grov - el or creep; I'm a child ot a Sjng, I'll not 

Ufe has been writ -ten my name; When the world is on fire, still my 

soon will be o - pened to me; With the shout of a vie - tor, I 




crown and atiirone. That shall standwhen earth's kingdoms areafl o-ver-tfarown. 
bar ^ ter a crown For the tri-fles of earth, for its wealth or re-nown. 
name shall en-dnre. And my king-dom and pal -ace \rill then be se-cnre. 
soon shall be crowned, While tiiearch-es of heav'nwithho-san-nas re-sonnd. 




Hal - le • hi - 



sonl mounts np - ward and sings; Hal - le- 




The Christian's Inheritance. 




No. 151. 

Loodoo Hjmiii Book. 



I Love Him. 



USED BY PERMISSION. 



8. C. Poftor. 




1. Gone from my heart the world with all its charm; Gone are my sins and 

2. Once I was lost up - on the plains of sin; Once was *a slave to 

3. Once I was bound, but now I am set free; Once I was Mind, but 







all that would a- larm; Gone ev - er-more, and by His grace I know The 
doubtl and fears within; Once was a-fraid to trust a loy - ing God, But 
now the light I see; Once I was dead, but now m Christ I liye| To 




D. Q,—B€ixmse He first loved me. And 
Fdb. ^«"'»- ^ ^ D.8. 







pre-dous blood of Je-sus cleanses white as snow. 

now my guilt is washed a-way in Je-sus' blood. I loveffimy I love Him, 

tell the world the peace that He a-lone can give. 




rmrdiased mv sa^t;a - Hon On CaWnPs tree. 



No. 152. 

Uszte DaAnaoad. 



Reapers Are Needed. 

COPYRIQHT, 101O, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



W. BMSlejr. 



^>>iijj'jiJ'^r-,j! i jij 




1. Hark to the mu-nc re-sound- ing, Beap-ers are need- ed to-day; 

2. Forward with hearts fnlTof glad - ness, Beap-ers, I pray you, make haste; 

3. Hark to the song they are sing- ing I See, they have treas-nres so rare; 




Fields are all white, to the har- rest Let ns be up and a - wayl 
Grain there is read- y and wait - ing, If not soon gathered, wiU waste; 
Soon will the har-yest be end - ed, Haste, then, their tro-phies to share. 



p 
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^ 
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Et -er theMas-ter is call - ing, Has-tenI the shad-ows are fall - ing; 
Then let ns hear yon re - ply - ing, La-borwithconr-agenn-dy - ing, 
Let no one i - dly be dream - ing. Look! look! the harvest is gleam - ine, 




On to the har-yest-field, 6ath-er the gold -en yield. Pre- cions sheaves. 
Sendnp a word of cheer, Tell of the rest so near, Best at home. 
Join ye the reap-mg band, Lend them a help - ing hand. Ere the night. 



^ 



^ 
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Chorus. 




Reapers are Ne'eded. 
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Brave - ly do your, paxt; Hark I hark I rings the call; Haste! haste! one and all; 



m 
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■Hrtti^^:^ 



On where the harvest stands, Waiting for will - ing hands Souls to win. 



- I b 1. 
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No. 153. 



Lost, But Jesus Saved Me. 



Mre. Emma Pitt. 



COPYRIGHT, 1884* BY E. O. EXCELU 
WORDS AND MU8rC. 



B. O. Bxcell. 




1. Lost, but Je - sus saved me, Sav'd me by His love; Lost, but now He 

2. Lost up - on the mountains Of life's woe and sin; Lost, but His free 

3. Lost far o'er the des - ert. Enow not where to flee; Lost, but Je - sus 




^^ 
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keeps me For my rest a - bove; Lost, but Je - sus found me, 
par - don Safe - ly took me in: Lost, but Je - sus bought me, 
lov'd me. Kind - ly pit - ied me; Lost, but Je - sus brought me, 




In the des - ert wild; Lost, but He redeem 'd me, Owns me for His child. 
Bought me with His blood; Lost, but Je-sus keeps me,In the nar - row road. 
Out in - to the light; Lost,but still He saves me, Guards me with His might. 



-f-f^ 
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No. 154. 



Itev. J, OaCmaa. Jr. 



Count Your Blessings. 

OOPYIUQHT, 1897, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUMC. 



B. O. Bseefl. 




1. When up - on life's bfl-Iows yon are tern - pest-tossed, When you are dis- 

2. Are yon ev - er burdened with a load of care? Does the cross seem 

3. When yon look at oth - ers with their lands and gold, Think that Christ has 

4. So, a - mid the con - flict, wheth-er great or small, Do not be dis- 





conr - aged, thinking all is lost, Gonnt your man-y 
heav - y yon are called to bear? Count your man-y 
prom-ised you His wealth un-told; Count your man-y 
couraged, God is o - ver all; Count your man-y 



, name then 
I ev - 'ry 
, mon - ey 
, an - gels 



s 
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one by one. And it will sur-prise you, what the Lord hath done, 

doubt will fly, And you will be sing - ing as the days go by. 

can - not buy Your re -ward in heav -en, nor your home on high, 

will at - tend. Help and com -fort give you to your jour - ney's end. 




Chorus. 




u rfy 



Count your blessings. Name them one by one, Count your 

Connk your man-y bless-ings, Name them one by one» Count yoar man-y 



^ W- i lJi 




Count Your Blessings. 



i fey i i j'lj j 1^ 



VW-is' \ 



bless-ings, See what God hath . done; Count your blessingBy 

bless -ings. See what God hath done; Coant your ma • ny bless-ings 1^ 




i 



fefclz 



Name them one by one, Coimtyota many blesdngs, See what God hath done. 

^ f f f u f- i f "1^ "^ "i^' .^^ 
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No. 155. 



p. p. B. 



''Almost Persuaded." 

OOPVRIQHTf 1002, BV THE JOHN OHURCH 00. 
U8B0 BY PEIMM88I0N. 



P. P* Blltt* 




1. "Al-most per-Boad - ed" now to be • lieve; " Al- most per -soad-ed" 

2. "Al-most per-saad - edj^come^cometo - day; *'A1 -most per - snad - ed," 

3. "Al-mo8tper-saad-ed,"har-Te8t is pasti "Al - most per -suad-ed," 



J. J ;j. J. 



-J J . J.J. 




if J. J i ii:j. 



Christ to re - ceive; Seems now some sod to say, "60, Spir - it, 
tom not a - way; Je - sos in-vites yoahere^ An- gels are 
doom comes at last! ' ' Al - most" can - not a • vaQ; '* Al - most' ' is 



^^^f■l■iy. l ^^^ t 




go Thy way. Some more con -ven- lent day On Thee I'll call." 
fin-g'iingnear, Prayers rise from heart so dear, wan-d'rer, come, 
bat to faOI Sad, sad, that bit • ter waQ— "Al • most-bat lostl" 




' I f r c IE c r 
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No. 156. 



Mn. C. H* M« 



P V^' I ^F l -'l- 



God is Tor Us. 

OOPVmOHT 190t, BY WM. J. KlfUtfATIttOK, 
USED BY FERMtSmON, 

-4> 



Mrs. C. H. Morris. 




1. There's a glad song rings thro '-out the world to-day: It is vie - to - ry, 

2. 'Teace on earth, good will to men" He brings to all: It is vie - to - ry, 

3. He shall reign from sea to sea, and shore to shore: It is vie - to - ly, 



r^\/i^ j g i rH — — li i t 
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vie 


it 


is 


vie 


it 


is 


vie 



to - ryl To the eon-quest of the cross we haste a - way: 
to - ryl Pris-on doors swing wide, and i - ron fet - ters fall: 
to - ryl Ev - 'ry mbr-tal tongue eon-fess His sov'reign pow'r: 



Chorus. Uniion, 



rpffftrrtfn ' /'^'^^'^'r/ ' 



It is vie - to-ry for our Emgl God is for us: who can be a-gamst us? 
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Bal - ly Chris-tian sol - diers, ral - ly at His call! In His name shall 

4- 
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Tic - to - ry at-tend ns, Sa-tao's ar-ma-ments be-fore as yield and fall; 

4 
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God is Tor Us. 




I I I eres. 



God is for us: vie - to - ly is near! God is for us: fal-ter not, nor fear! 
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God is for us: cheer, my comrades, cheerl Vic-to-ry for onr E^'ng! 
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He Uses Me. 



No. 157. 



COPYRIOHT, 1902, BY H. N. LINCOLN. 

Rev* Johnson Oatman, Jr. all rights reserved. 



ChM, K. Langloy. 



p^ L^j i^-jii i h \ i^ 



1. Al-thoughby sin I was de-filed, My God to me is re - con - ciled; 

2. Tho' I am frail and weak and smaO, He ev - er holds me, lest I faD, 

3. He ns - es me to sow the seed, He ns - es me with sonls to plead, 

4. To work for Him as I am sent. My life will thus be wise - ly spent^ 



j«iy me wui tnns De 
-f- -^ •«- -g- -f- 
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And smce I have be-come His child. Praise God, He ns - es 

I dare not trust my - self, at all, But still He ns - es 

In ma • ny ways, by word or deed. My Fa - ther us - es 

I'll live for Him and die con-tent, Smce here He us - es 



I me! 
mel 
me! 
me! 




D.S.-Zn Hi9 owl way, while I o - bey, Praise God, He ue^ee 
RPBAnf. 



net 



ISO. 158. 

Alice Caray. 



Nearer Home. 



BY PER. OF W. A. OQDEN. 



B. D. Keck. 




1. O'er the hills the sun is set-ting, And the eve is drawing nigh, .... 

2. One day nearrer, sings the sail-or, As he glides. ... the wa-ters o'er, 

3. Near-er home, yes, one day near-er, To onr home be-yond the sky, 

And Ihe sve u dnwmc niffh. 




Slow - ly drops the gen-tle twi-light, For an-oth - er day is gone, 
Wrle the light is soft-ly dy- mg, On the dis-tant, na-tive shore, 
To the green fields and the fonnt-ains, In onr Fath-er's home on high. 




a day b gone; Gone for aye, its race is o - ver. Soon the 

the natiye shore; Thus the Chris - - tian, on life's o - cean. As his 

His home on high; For the heay'ns. ... are growing bright-er, And the 

Qone for v, its rtce is o • vtr. 




dark'n-ing shades will come, .... Still 'tis sweet to know at ev-'ning We are 
light - boat cuts the foam, . . In the ev-'ning cries with rap-ture, I am 
lamps hang in the dome, . . And our hearts are growing light-er. For we're 

Soon ftbedark'ningsliades will eome^sbsdes will come, #>-s i i^ 




Befbain. 



iUirwrtP 
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one day near-er home, 

g^r., ~U 111 



one day near-er home. Nearer home, 

1^ I ne^»«r hornet 




Nearer Home. 




'Nearer home, Near-er to our home oq high. To the green fields 

Near-srhome, -»-% """^s 




m 



and the fonnt-ains, Of a land be-yond the^sky, be-yond the sky. 

Of a land be-yond fhe sky 
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No. 159. 

Flora e. Brack. 




Everything for Jesus. 

fiOPVIUOHT, 1800, BY CHA8. H. QABRIEL. 
E. O. EXOCLL, OWNER. 



Carl Plachar. 




L 5v-'ry-thing for Je-susI Un-toffim I give All I have and hope for; 

2. Ev-'ry-thing for Je - susi I -will con - se-crate Life,and love, and serv-ice, 

3, Ev-'ry-thing for Je - susI Ev - 'ry-thmgl know, On my lov - mg Sav - ior 




'Tie for Him I live. 

Ere it be too late. Ev-'ry-thing for Je - bub. All to Chriat my Engl 
Glad - ly I be - stow. 




To Him who gave 80 mnchforme, I will give Him ev - 'ry - tmng. 



^fttlti^ L 




No. 160. 



H. a. JacfcWi 



Lo! A Mighty Army. 

OOPVRIQHT, 18S8, BV CHA8. H QABWEL. a^ fc„ /M.— U A.K.a«l 

H N uNooLN, OWNER ^"' ^V ^0". H. Qabrtel. 




1. Lo! a might - y ar 

2. Marshaled league of ea 

3. Fierce and long may be 



my now as - sem-biing, BaUy - ing to the 
ger, yonth-ful sol -diers, Girt with truth they 
the dire - ful con-flict With the host of 




cross, a might -y band, Bold to strive a-gainstthepow'rsof e - tO, 
bear ihe Spir-it's sword, Shield of faith and hel - met of sal - va - Hon, 
nn - be - lief and sm; Fal - ter not, but swift go forth to bat - tie, 




Sworn to do or die at God's com-mand. For - ward, ye sol - diers of Je-soB, 

Read - y, wait-ing for the Cap-tain's word. 

Tmtil and right wim God the fignt will win. For-ward, for-ward march, ye Bol-dien, 




fol- low your Cap-tun, Till the fight with on is o'er; 

sol -diers. for -ward. .. N ^ 



for-ward, k K ^ 15 I 



For - ward, ye 

For>ward, lor-ward 




U! A Mi^ty Army. 





I 

ad- diers of Je - sua, Faith-fnl to your call-ing, Tho' in bat - tie fall - ing, 

match, ye sol - diers. For • ward, for - ward march, ye sol - diers, 

. r ^ r r - - - - - ^ 
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Te shall with Je - sua vie- to- nous Beign in glo -ly ev - er • moce 

For>ward march ye sol - diers, for - ward. 
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No. 161. Take My Life, and Let it Be. 

p. R. Haversal- Wm. B. Bradbury. 




1. Take my life, and let it be Con - se - crat - ed, Lord, to lliee; 

2. Take my feet, and let them be Swift and beau - ti - fol for Thee; 

3. Take my sil-ver and my gold. Not a mite would 1 with-hold; 

4. Take my will, and make it Thine, It shall be no Ion -ger mine; 






l ^ ft H 



Cho.— Xord, I give my life to Thee^ Thine for - ev - er* more to be; 

a 1^ 1^ [ ) 1^ . . fc^ fi> C^ for Chorus. 




Take my hands, and let them move At the im- pulse of Thy love. 

Takemy voice, and let me ang Al-ways,on - ly, for my Kmg. 

Take my mo-ments and my days, Let them flow in cease-less praise. 

Takemy heart, it is Thine own. It shall be Thy roy-al throne. 



No. 162. 



8. W. B. 






Holy Twili^t tlour. 

(The Winonft Belhany Hjmn.) 

WORM AHO MUSIC COPVRIOHT, IMS, SV E. O. ErCELL. c«.ii,ii^| W p  

INTERNATIONAL OOPYRIQHT SECURED. OfciOHCIW , DVBSWy. 
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Introduction. 
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Duet. TVan^tZ «^y(e. 




1. When si -lent - ly the night-shades fall, In sa - ble man. 

2. When twi-light steals o'er land and sea, And shad-ows come 

3. Di - vine - ly sweet is such an hour, When Je - sus draws 
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tie dressed, 
and go, 
us near, 
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And earth in ho - ly calm and peace Is gen - tly lulled to rest. 
With si -lent tread 'mid zeph-yrs sweet That gen - tly on - ward flow. 
With fond ca - ress and ten - der smile, His Ioy - ing words to hear; 




There comes from out the stillness deep A whis-per sweet and low. 
There seems to be a soft-er strain That whispers to my soul, . 
But sweet-er far than this ' t will be, When life's twilight shall come, 




That brings in - to the wear - y breast A peace it fain would know. 
And Je -sus,heav'n,and all thmgs pure. Come in and take con - trol. 
If Je - sus speaks His fond ' ' Well done I Come , reign with me at home. ' * 
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Holy Twilight Hour. 



Quartet. 




5^ X 

iHo - ly twi-light hour, biess-ed twi-light hour, Thro' thy woo-iog, 
Ho - ly twi-]]gfat hour, bless-ed twi-light hour, Thro' thy tran-quil 

Twi-light hoar* iwi-lifflit hoar, 
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Je • 808 speaks and bids us "Gome"! sweet home, 

dream the [Omt< ] heart siiigs Home, sweet home. • . . 
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Prepare Thy God to Meet. 

OOPYWOHT, 1M7, BY E. O. EXCEU. 



H. H. McOnmahao. 




1. On ev- 'ry side a voice I hear That lou-der speaketh year by year, 

2. The fan -ing leaf, the fad-ing flow'r. The sink-ing sun at eve-ning's hour, 

3. The funeral tram, the toU-ing bell. The grave where, dying, I must dwell, 

4. Where'er I turn, what-e'er I do, This warning mes-sage thrills me thro'. 
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A voice I dare notlight-ly treat,"Prepare, prepare thy God to meet." 

AU ev-er^more to me re -peat, "Prepare, prepare thy God to meet." 

My aching heart speaks with each beat,' 'Prepare, prepare thy God to meet." 

In si- lent hall, or nois-ystreet,'Trepare, prepare thy God to meet." 




•^u.i \ fnt \ U \ 



No. 164. 



6ome Day. 



CORVfHQHT, 1908, BY THE WINONA PUBLISHING CO. 

Dr. Vlct6r M. Staley, owned by r. a. torrey. 



Chas. H. Qalirtel. 
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1. Some day 'twill all be o - ver— The toil and cares of life; Some 

2. Some day I'll see the man-sions Of heav-en's cit - y fair; Some 

3. Some day I'll see the Sa? - ior, And know ffim, face to face; Some 
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day the world be vanquish' d With all this mortal strife; Some day, the journey 
day I'll greet with pleasure, Thedear ones waiting there; Someday I'll hear the 
day re - ceiye.un-meas-ured The blessings of Hb grace; Some day He'll smile up - 
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end - ed, I'll lay my bur - den down; Some day, in realms su - per - nal Be -> 
voic - es Of God's an - gel - ic throng; Some day I'll join the cho - rus In 
on me from that white throne a - bove; Some day I'll know the full - ness Of 
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ceive, at last, my crown. 

heaVn's im-mor-tal song. Someday, some happy day. 

His un - dy - ing love, some hap-py day, 



[eomeliap-vy day. 
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Some Day. 
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The Lord will wipe all tears a - way, And I shall go to dwe 

all tears a-waji 
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Him, To dwell with Him .... - some hap - py day. . . . 

lo dwell with Him» To dwell with Him, hap-vy da; 
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No. 165. Have Thine Own Way, Lord! 



A. A. P. 

Slowly, 



OOPYRIOPT, 1007, BY GEORGE 0. 8TEBBIN8. 



Geo* C. 5tebb 







l.Have Thine own way,LordIHave Thine ownway IThoa art the Potter;i am the 
2.Haye Thine own way,Lord!Haye Thine own way ISflftrch me and try me Master,! 
3.HaTe Thine own way,LordIHaye Thine o^ way ! WoBuded and weary Help me, I 
4.Haye Thine own way,Lord!Haye Thme own way IHold o'er my being Absolute 
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Mould me and make me Af-ter Thy will. While I am waitmg Yielded and f 
Whit-er than snow, Lord, Wash me just now, As in Thy presence Humbly 1 1: 
Pow - er— all pow - er— Surely is Thine! Touch me and heal me, Savior di-v 
Fill with Thy Spir - it Till all shall see Christ on-ly,al-ways,Liy-ing in m 
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B. O. B. 



A Little Bit of Love. 

# 

To my Friend, Marion Launrance» 

OOPYRIOHT, ItM, BY E. O. EXCELL. WORM AHD MUtlO. 
INTERNATIONAL OOPYRIQHT SECURED. 



B. O. Bimtt* 




1. Do you know the world is dy-ing 

2. From the poor of ev - 'ry cit - y, 

3. Down be -fore their i - dols fall-ing, 

4. While the souls of men are dy-ing 



For a lit -tie 

For a lit -tie 

For a lit -tie 

For a lit -tie 



bit of love? 

bit of love, 

bit of love, 

bit of love, 
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£y - 'ry-where we hear the sigh - ing 
Hands are reach - ing out in pit - y 
Ma - ny souls in vain are call -ing 
While the chil - dren too are cry - ing 



lit -tic 
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For a lit - tie 

For a lit -tie 

For a lit -tie 

For a lit -tie 



bit of love; 

bit of love; 

bit of love; 

bit of love; 
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For the love that rights a wrong. Fills the heart ¥rith hope and song; 
Some have bur - dens hard to bear, Some have sorrows we should share; 
If they die in sin and shame, Some-one sure - ly is to blame 
Stand no long - er i - dly by, Ton can help them if you try; 
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They have wait-ed, oh, so long. For a lit -tie bit of lo?e. 

ShaU they tal - ter and de - spair For a lit - tie bit of love. 

For not go -ing in His name, With a lit -tie bit of love. 

Go, then, say-ing,** Here am I," With a lit -tie bit of love, 
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A Little Bit of Love. 



Refrain. 




For a lit - tie bit of love, For a lit - tie 

For a lit - tie bit of love, For a lit - tie 

With a lit -tie *bit of love, With a lit -tie 

With a lit -tie bit of love, With a lit -tie 
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bit of love, 

bit of love, 

bit of love, 

bk of love, 




They have wait-ed, oh, so long, For a 

Shall they f al - tor and de - spair For a 

For not go - ing, in His name. With a 

Go, then, say -ing, "Here am I" With a 



lit -tie 
lit - tie 
lit -tie 
lit -tie 



bit of love, 

bit of love? 

bit of love, 

bit of love. 
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E. W. Blandly. 



Where He Leads Me. 

COPYRIGHT, 1890, BY J. «. NORRIS. 
USED BY PER. 



J. S. Norris* 
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1. I can hear my Sav - ior call - ing, I can hear my Sav - ior call-ing, 

2. I'll go with Him thro' the gar-den, I'll go with Him thro' the gar-den, 

3. I'll go with Him thro' the judgment, I'll go with Him thro' the judgment, 

4. He will give me grace and glo - ry. He will give me grace and glo - ry. 




l>,Q.— WhereHeleadsmeI will foUloWf Where He leads me I wiUfol-lyo, 



D.C. 




I can hear my Sav - ior call-ing,* 'Take thy cross and fol-low, fol - low 
I'll go with Him thro' the garden, I'll go with Him, with Him all the 
I'll go with Him thro' the judgment, I'll go with Him,with Him all the 
He will give me grace and glo-ry. And go with me, with me all the 



Me." 
way. 
way. 
way. 



No. 168. The Good Old-fashioned Way. 

eOPVMOHT, 1*08, BY E. O. EXCELL. WORDS AND MUMC. 

RtT« J. OatnMflt Jr. international copyright seourea 



B. O. Bzeell. 




1. I am on the Gos^pel high-way, Press-ing for-ward to the goal^ 

2. From the snares of sin-fnl pleas^ure, Here my feet are al- ways free; 

3. Ma - ny friends have gone be -fore me, They have laid their ar-monr down, 

4. Jnst a few more steps to fol-low. Just a few more days to roam; 
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Where for me a rest re-main -eth In the home-land of the sonl: 

Tho' the way may be called nar-row, It is wide e-nongh for me; 

With the pil-grims and the mar-tyrs Have obtained a robe and crown; 

But the way grows more de-light -ful As I'm draw -ing near -er home; 





Ev - 'ry hour I'na mov-ing on-ward, Not a mo-ment to de - lay; 
It was wide e-nough for Dan-iel, And for Da - vid in His day; 
On this road they fought then: battles,Shout - ing vie - fry day by day. 
When the storms of life are o - ver, And the clouds have rolled a- way, 
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I am go - ing home to glo - ry 

I am glad that I can fol-low 

I shall - ver-come and join them 

I shall find the gates of heav-en 



In the good old - f ash-ioned way. 

In the good old - f ash-ioned way. 

In the good old - f i^-ioned way. 

In the good old - f ash-ioned way. 



Cbobvs. 



The Good , Old fashioned Way. 
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In the good old - fash-ioned way. In the good old - faah-ioned way, 
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I amgo-ing home to glo-ry In the good old -fash-ioned way. 




No. 169. 

Anon. 



Hear Our Prayer 



John Adcock. 




1. Hear ii8,heay'nlyFa-ther, Thou whose gentle care Tends the yonng and 

2. Par -don oar of-fen-ces; Guard us from all ill; Make us, like true 

3. Let not sin be-guile us From Thy paths to stray; But with Thy great 




fee - ble, — Hear our sim- pie prayer! Hear our prayerl Fa - ther, hear! 
chil - dren, Love Thy ho - ly will. Hear our prayerl Fa - ther, hear! 
mer-cy Keep us night and day. Hear our prayerl Fa -ther, hear! 
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Mra* C* H^ Bl* 



The Fi^ht is On. 



•OPVTOQHT, 190e, By WM. J. KIRKPATMCK. 
USED BY PERMISSION. 



Mra> C* H. MoFfto* 




1. The fight is on, the tram - pet sound is ring - ing ont, The cry "To 

2. The fight is on, A-ronse, ye sol - diers brave and tmel Je - ho - vah 

3. The Lord is lead - ing on to cer - tain vie - to - ry; The bow of 
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arms!" is heard a - far and near; 
leads, and vie - fry will as - sore; 
prom - ise q>ans the east - em sky; 



The Lord of hosts is march - ing 
Go, back - le on the ar - mor 
His glo-rionsname in ev - '17 



n - ise sgBxa tne east - em skv; his gio-nons name m ev - '17 
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on to ^c - to - ry, The tri - umph of the Christ will soon ap-pear. 
God has giv - en yon. And in His strength nn - to the end en-dnre. 
land shall hon - ored be; The mom will break, the dawn of peace is nigh. 
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Chorus. Unison. 
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The fi^t is on, Chris-tian sol - dier, And face to face in stem ar- 
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, . • • With ar- mor gleam-ing, and col-ors stream-ing, The right and 
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The Fi^ht is On. 
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wrong en-gage to - day I 



The fight is on, but be not 
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wea • ry; Be strong and in His might hold fast; 



^i§ 



If God be 
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for OS, His ban-n^r o'er us. We'll sing the Vic-tor's song at iastl 

Tic-».ryl vic-t;gl - ^. ^ ^ ^ ^ 
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No. 171. 



Only a Word. 

OOPYRIOHT, 1009, BY E. O. EXCELU 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



J. M. Dungui. 
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1. On - ly a word for the Mas - ter, Loy - ing-ly, qui - et - ly said; 

2. On-ly a look of re - mon-strance, Sor-row-ful, gen-tle and deep; 

3. On-ly one cry from the tin - ner, Bit - ter - ly, ear-nest and wild; 

4. On-ly an hour with the chil - dren, Ple^ant-ly, cheer-ful-ly giv'n; 
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On - ly a word I Tet the Mas-ter heard; And some famt-ing hearts were fed. 
On - ly a look I Yet the strong man shook; And he went a - lone to weep. 
Help, Lord! I die!" Rose in ag - o - ny; And the Sav - lor say'd His child. 
Still seed was sown, In that hour a - lone. Which would bring forth fruit for heay'n. 
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The Way-side Gross. 



OOPYRMNT, UM, BY H. R. PALMER. 
C. L. St. JohB, USED BY PERMieaiOII. 

Solo, ad lib. (Declamatory Style.) 



H. R. Palmer. 




1. ''Which way shall I take?" shouts a voice on the night, "I'm a pil - grim a- 

2. "Which way shall I take for the bright gold-en span That bridg - es the 

3. "See the ligh ts from ti ie palace In sil - ver - y lkie8,How they pe n-cfl the 
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wea-ried, and spent is 
wa - ters so safe - ly 
hedg - es and fruit la - 



my light; Audi seek 
for man? To the right? 
den vmes— My fortune I 
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for a palace, that 
to the left? ah, 
my alll lor 
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Slower and iustained. 




rests on the hill, But be-tween us, a stream li - eth sul - len and chill, 
mel if I knew— The night is so dark, and the pass -ers so few." 
one tan-gled gleam That sift s thro' the lil - ies, and wa stes on the sfa eam." 
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Near,near thee,my son,is the old wayside cross,Like a gray friar cowl'd,in linchens 

J J J. ^ j M^ 





g |t g | f "^^ 



^ 



X 



£ 



^ 



and moss; And its cross-beam will point to the bright golden spaii,That bridges the 
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*Tb« chorus should begin while ihe eolo voice is still holding the last note. 
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The Way-side Gross. 

Coda. pp Tobe 9ung tfier latt Manza, 




waters 80 safe - ly for man; That bridg-es the wa-ters so safe - ly for man. 



/V\ 



m 




/T\ 



/SN /!N 



P P^ 



No. 173. 



Were You There? 




Arr. by T. M, T; 
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1. Were you there when they era - ci - fied my Lord? 

2. Were you there when they nailed Him to the cross? 

3. Were yon there when they laid Him in the tomb? 

4. Were you there when He burst the bars of death? 



Were you 
Were you 
Were you 
Were you 

yoa Ihera? 
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there when they cra-ci-fied my Lord? Oh, .... sometimes, it caus-es me to 
there when they nailed Hun to the cro8s?Oh, . . sometimes, it caus-es me to 
there when they laid Hun in the tomb?Oh, .... sometimes, it caus-es me to 
there when He burst the bars of death?Oh, .... sometimes, it fills my soul with 
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trem-ble, trem-ble,trem-ble,Were you there when they cra-ci-fied my Lord? 
trem-ble, trem-ble, trem-ble, Were you there when they nafled Hun to the cross, 
trem-ble, trem-ble, trem-ble, Were you there when they laid Hun in the tomb? 
rap-ture, rap-ture,rap-ture, Were you there when He burst the bars of death? 
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He Knows It All. 



WOfUM AND MUSIC OOPYRIGHT, 1800, BY E. O. iXeCU. 

Mrs. Ophelfai Adams. international copyright aEcuREO. 



€• M. Davte. 




1. I love to think myFather knows Why I have missed the path I chose, 

2. I love to think my Father knows The thorns I plnck withev-'ry rose, 
,3. I love to think my Father knows The strength or weakness of my foes, 



i 



i f^g- 



fnr^ 



m 



^rP' 



--^-^ 



53 



jr 1 g 



m 



^ 



7tz^^ 



^ 



^ 







»:|s=? 



tti^ 



? 



And that I soon shall clearly see The way Ho led was best for me. 
Thedai-ly griefs I seek to hide From the dear souls I walkbe-side. 
And that I need but stand and see Each conflict end m Tie-to - ry. 
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Refrain. 
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He knows it 
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all, ... . He knows it 

He knows it all. 
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all .... My Fa-ther 

He knows it all, 
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knows . . . He knows it all; . . . Thy bit-ter tears . . 

My Fa - ther knows. He knows it all; Thy bit - ter tears. 
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fast fchey fall!— He knows, My Fa - ther knows it all. 

how fast they fall!— 
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Cl^ilbrcn's Songs 



No. 175. 

James Rowe. 



Little Sowers. 

OOPYRIOHT, 1006 BY CHAB. H. GABRIEL* 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 
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1. We are lit - tie sow - ers, Sowing seeds of love, To be reaped and gathered 

2. We are lit - tie sow - ers. Sowing here and there Lit - tie seeds that comfort 

3. We are lit - tie sow - ers, And we pray that we May, as years pass o'er us, 
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In the fields a - bove: Je - bus helps us dai - ly, Shows us where to sow, 
Hearts of grief and care; Oh, what joy it gives us Just to sow each day 
Bet-ters sow-er be; That when comes the whisper— * 'Reaping time has come!" 
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Chorus. 
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And His love is with us Ev - 'ry-where we go. 

Lit - tie seeds of kmd - ness As we go our way. We are lit-tle sow - ers, 

Man-y sheaves for Je - sus We may car - ry home. 
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Sow - ing seeds of love, To be reaped and gathered In the fields a - bove. 
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No. 176. 



Ida L. Reed. 
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Little Evangels. 

COPYRIGHT, ieO«, BY CHA8. H. QABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELLi OWNER. 



Chas. H. OilMrteL 
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1. lit - tie e - van-gels for Thee, dear Sav-ior, 61ad-ly we of - fer life's 

2. Lit - tie e - van-gels for Thee, dear Sav-ior, Strew-mg glad bless-ings a- 

3. Lit - tie e - van-gels for Thee, dear Sav-ior, Faith-fnl and loy - al through 
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mom - ing hours, 
long our way, 
all onr days, 



Tell - ing to oth - ers Thy grace and mer - cy. 
Shin - ing for Thee in the shad - y pla - ces, 
Un - der Thy stand-ard we march to -geth - er, 
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Scatt'ring for Thee love's sweet fraigrant flow'rs. 

Show-mg Thy good-ness to us each day. Lit - tie e - van-gels for 
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Thee to-day, Do -ing for oth - ers the good we may; Guide Thou our 
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Steps in Thine own safe path-way, Bless Thou onr service, dear Lord, we pray! 
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No. 177.* The Sunday-School Brigade. 



James Rowe. 



COPYRIGHT, 1907, BY CHA8. H. QABRIEL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. OabrieL 
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1. Hear the tramp, tramp, tramp of the Sunday-School Brigade, Whether rain or 

2. With the cross held high in the bless-ed gos - pel light, Eyes a - glow with 

3. Hear the tramp, tramp,tramp of the Sunday-School Brigade,We would wm that 




shine we are al-ways on pa-rade; By our Say - ior led, in the 
love, as the sun our ban -ner bright; Dreading not the storm, fear- ing 
crown which will nev - er, nev - er fade; We will trust our King, wher- so- 

^ .. ^ - it" 




sun - shine of His love. We are march-ing on to the land of joy a-bove. 

not the wait-ing foe, Sing-ing songs of praise, on and on with Christ we go. 

ev - er be the way. We will fol - low Him to the realm of end-less day. 
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Marching on, on, on, on to glo - ry,Mak-ing known the bfess-ed sto-ry; 

Jfarch-ing on, on. on, we are march-ins: on. Marching on, on, on, we are march-ing on; 
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There is joy, joy, joy for each girl and boy, In the Sunday-School Brigade. 
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Little Stars. 

oorvmoHT, im>2, by e. o. exoeu. 

WORM AND MUtlC. 
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1. Joat as the stars are shin - ing, Mak - ing the dark - ness bright, 

2. And as the stars are smfl - ing Down on the earth be - low, 

3. Each in his lit - tie cor - ner, Wheth-er at work or play, 

4. How could they do with-ont ns? Dark would the world be then; 





So we are shin - ing, diin - ing, Shed-ding our gold - en li^t. 

We may re -fleet the sun -light. Shin -ing wher-e'er we go. 

We would be al - ways shin - ing, Tarn -ing the night to day. 

We are the Say-ior's jew - els, Cheer-ing the hearts of men. 




Chorus. 
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Shin - ing, shin - mg, shin - ing. Just like the stars a - bove. 
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Mak -ing the world a -round us Hap - py with fight and love. 



i 



"^ 



No. 179. 



A Little Christian Soldier. 



James Rowe. 



I 



COPYRIOHT, 1907, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 
E. 0. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 
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1. Jost a lit-tle Christian sol-dier, Fight-ingformyEinga-boTe; 

2. Just a lit-tle Christian sol-dier, But in coorage I shall grow, . 

3. Jnst a lit-tie Christian sol-dier, Tet I nev-er dream of loss, 

4. Jnst a lit - tie Chpstian sol-dier. Bat, if faith-fol in tiie strife. 
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I am bravely marching on-ward, 
And if I am true to Je - bus, 
For my soul each day is shield-ed 
I shall some day be a he - ro, 



In the sunshine of His love. 

I shall o-ver-come the foe. 

In theshad-ow of the cross. 

And shall wear a crown of life . 
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Chorus. 




Jost a lit -tie Christian sol-dier, But determined, brave and true, 

sol - dier, brave and true, 





Fight-ing for the King of glo - ry, Ev - er loy - al thro' and thro'. 



No. 180. 



Adsm Cndg. 



Be A Hero. 

QOPynWHT, 1M7, BY E. O. EXOEU, 
WORM AND MUSIC 



Clias. H. Gabriel. 




1. On the bat -tie field of life, Be a he-ro! In its tor-moil and its strifey 

2. There are gi-ants in the land, Be a he -rol In the strength of Jesus stand, 

3. When yon see a broth-er fall, Be a he -rol Lend a help-ing hand to all. 
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Be a he-'roIShow your col-ors in the fight. And with sword and armor bright. 
Be a he - rol In the darkness and the light,Fight like Da-vid for the right. 
Be a he - ro I In the name of Christ draw near , Speak a word of hope and cheer. 
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D. S.— On, ye 9ol-dier$to the fray, Hear the great Coni'mafHier May, 



Chorus. 



Tu-r-, CHORUS. 



Strike out bravely for the right. Be a he-ro! 

Stay the temp-ter in his might, Be a he-ro! Be a he - rol Trust in 

Do what good you can while here, Be a he - ro! Be a he - rol 
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We shall 8ure-ly gain the day,** Be a he - ro! 
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God and nev - er fear! Be a he - rol He will help you, He Is near; 

Be a he - rol 



No. 181. 

Ida M. Bttdd. 



Forward Go! 

COPVRIGHT, 1867, BV CHAS. H. QABRIEU 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H QabrieL 




1. Forward, Christian soldier true, For- ward go I Harkl the 

2. To the con-flict and thestrife, For-wardgol Vic-t'ry 

3. Wheresoe'er your Lord may lead,For-ward got Nev - er 



Mas-ter 
means e 
vain ex 



calls for 

- ter-nal 
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Forward sro, forward gol 
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you, For-ward gol 
life, For-ward gol 
plead , For-ward go ! 

Forward, forward bravely so! 



Put His trust-y ar - mor on; Ven-ture in His 
Tho' sin's host a - bout you close, All your dan-ger 
He wiU your de - liv-'rer be; He will make your 




D. S.— Lo/ your Sav-ior still is near, Hear His words qf 
K fc, . ^ Fine. Chorus, 




strength alone; Vict 'ry surely will be won, For-ward go! For-ward 
Je-sus knows; He is stronger than your foes, For - ward go I 
foes to flee; His sal-vartion you shall see, For - ward gol 

Forward, forward gladly go! Forward bravely, 
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hope and cheer: **Iam with you, nev-er fearr For-ward go! 
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go! Sounding still the battle-cry, For-ward gol Besting by and by. 

bold -ly go! ^ Forward nobly, glad-ly got 
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No. 182. 

Lena Thompfoo. 



Little Soldiers. 

oopvmoHT, i9oe, by ohas. h. qabriel 

E. O. EXCEU, OWNER. 



Chai. H. Oabrtel. 
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1. We are sol-diers, lit - tie sol-diers, Fight-ingfor our Eihg and Loitl;' 

2. We are sol-diers, lit - tie sol-diers, Bravely fight-ing ev - 'ry sin; 

3. When at last the fight is o - ver, And we've reached the heav'nly shore. 




Ev - 'ry time we win a bat - tie. He has prom-ised a re - ward; 
With our Sav - ior for our Cap - tain We shall all our bat - ties win; 
We shall hear our Sav-ior say - ing, "Best, my sol-diers, ev - er - more; 
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He has prom-ised ev-'ry sol-dier, If they dare the right to 
He has prom-ised, if we ask Him, He will help us day by 
Ton have brave-ly fonght My bat -ties. Bravely fought, and no - bly 
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do, 
day; 
won; 
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Prom-ised them a crown of glo - ry, If they fight the bat - tie through. 
So we'll brave-ly march to bat- tie, Pray-ing, sing -ing all the way. 
En - ter in - to joys e- ter - nal,— Sol-diers of the Lord, well done I" 
4- 
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D. S. — ban - ner bright, For God and right, W^re sure to win the day. 
Chorus. 
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So we march, march a-way. Not a mo - ment's de - lay, 'Neath our 
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No. 183. 

James Rowe. 



Onward, Little Soldiers. 

COPYRIQHT, 1902, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



IVUrtin A. BlUott. 
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1. On-ward, lit- tie sol-diers, Bravely on-ward go; Right a - bont for Je - sas, 

2. On-ward, lit -tie sol-diers, In the gos -pel light; Keep your banner wav-ing, 

3. On-ward, lit -tie sol-diers, Onward ev - 'ry day. Full of love for Je - sus. 
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Learn to face the foe; Je - sus is your Lead-er, And your soul will shield; 
And your ar-mor bright; Fol-low Je - sus close - ly, And from fear be free; 
Ea - ger for the fray; Ev - 'ry hour that pass -es, E - ven you may win 
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Chorus. 
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On-ward, lit - tie sol - diers. To the .bat-tie - field. 

Let your weapons al - ways Love and kindness be. On-ward, lit - tie sol-diers, 

Vic - to - ries for Je - sus - ver doubt and sin. 
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Brave-ly on-ward go; Bight a-bout for Je - sus, Learn to face the foe. 
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No. 184. 



B. B. Hewitt. 



The Roses Are Telling. 

OOPVraOHT, ISM, lY CHAB. H. OABRIEL. 
E. O. EXOEU, OWNER. 



Chas. H. OabrleL 
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1. The ro - ses, sweet ros- es, are tell - ing the sto - ry, The beau - ti - fol 

2. The birds in the tree-tops are joy-ous-ly sing -ing Themes-sage, so 

3. The ro - ses, sweet ro - ses, are tell - ing the sto - ry, Our lives would re- 
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sto - ry of love; 'T is ^t-ten in col - ors of beau-ty and glo - ry , It 
gracious and sweet; But from our glad lips bet -ter ti-dings are ringing, — Sal- 
ech - His praise; For His is the kingdom, the pow'r and the glo - ry. His 
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Chorus. 




shines m the heav-ens a - bove. Beau 

va - tion, the news we re - peat. 

good-ness is crowning our days. Beau - ti - fni, beaa - ti - ftil 



ti - ful sto - ry of love! 
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Beau - tl - ful sto - ry of love! The ro - ses, sweet ro - ses are 

Beaa - ti -fal, beaa - ti - ful 
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tell - ing the sto - ry, The beau - ti - 
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sto - ry 



love. 
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ISo. 185. 

Eben B.,Rezford. 



Little Sunbeams. 

OOPYRIQHT, 1902, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
. VVOIID6 AND MUSIC. 



Chas. H. OabrlcL 
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1. I think God gives the chil - dren, As thro' the land they go, 

2. The clouds may hide the sun - shine 0! heav-en from' our sight, 

3. Then let us live our mis - sion Of sun-beams day by day. 
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most de-light-ful mis-sion That an - y one can know; He wants us to be 
life have much of sor-row To mar the heart's delight; But if like faith-ful 
scat-ter joy and brightness A -bout us all the way; Let's chase a- way life's 
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sun-beams Of love,andhope, and cheer, To bright-en up the shad-ows That 

sun-beams, We chil-dren do our part. We'll bring a ray of brightness To 

shad-ows With lov-ingtho't and deed, And be the sun-shine-ma-kers Of 
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Chorus. 
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oft - en gath-er here. 

ev - 'ry shadowed heart. we are lit - tie sun-beams, Sent down from God to 

which the world has need. 
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man; In all life's sha - dy pla - ces We shine as best we can. 
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No. 186. 

I H. R. P. 



Yield Not to Temptation. 

USED BY PERMISSION OF OR. H. R. PALMER, 
OWNER OF COPYRIQHT. 



Dr. H. R. Ptolmcr. 




1. Yield not to temp-ta - tion, For yield-ing is sin; Each vic-t'ry will 

2. Shun e - vil corn-pan - ions, Bad langoage dis - dain; God's name hold in 

3. To him that o'er-com-eth, God giv- eth a crown; Thro' fdth we will 
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help you Some oth - er to win; Fight man-fnl - ly on - ward, 
rev - 'rence, Nor take it m vain; Be thought-ful and ear - nest, 
con - quer, Tho' oft - en cast down; He who is our Sav - ior, 
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Dark passions sub -due; Look ev-er to Je - sus, He'll car-iy you thro'. 
£md-heart-ed and true; Look ev-er to Je - sus, He'll car-ry you thro'. 
Our strength will re-new; Look ev-er to Je - sus. He'll car-ry you thro'. 




Ask the Sav - ior to help you, Oom-fort, strengthen, and keep you; 





He is wiU-ing to aid you. He will car-ry you thro'., 
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Ad^ Blenkhom. 



Let the Sunshine In. 

COPYRIGHT, 1896, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCEU, OWNER. 



Chas. H. Oabriel. 







1. Do yon fear the foe will in the con - flict win? Is it dark with- 

2. Does your faith grow faint-er in the cause yon love? Are your prayers un- 

3. Would you go re - joi - cing in the up -ward way, Enow-ing naught of 




ont yon— dark-er still with - in? Clear the dark-ened windows, o - pen 
an - swered by your God a - bove? Clear the dark-ened windows, o - pen 
dark-ness, dwell-ing in the day? Clear the dark-ened windows, o - pen 



mitt 




wide the door, Let a lit -tie sun-shine in. Let a lit -tie sun-shine 

. the 
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in, ... . Let a lit -tie sun -shine in; ... . Clear the dark-ened 

san-slune in, the sun-shine in; 
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No. 188. 



NmI a. McAuley. 



The Children's Hosanna. 

OOPYRIQHT, 1902, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORM AND MUSIC. 
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1. I dreamed one night, not long a -go, Of man-dons in the skies. Where 

2. And, as I mused, I heard a voice, In sweet - er tones than aD, Di- 

3. And when from slumber I a - rose. To serve my Lord and King, I 
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those who love the Lord ob-tain A rich and glo-rions prize; I saw a-mong the 
rect - ing Christian workers here, In words I now re - call: '*Forbid them not," He 
felt that I the lit - tie lambs To Christ in love might bring; And then I cried for 
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hap - py throng The children bright and fair; I heard their voi-ces clear and sweet 
gen-tly said, "The children bring to Me; Their por-tion in the World of Light 
dai - ly grace Their precious souls to cheer, Till they could sing, like yonder choir. 
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Refrain. FasieT, 
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With mu-sic fill the air. 

Redeemed shall ev - er be. " Ho-san-nal Ho-san-nal Our songs of love we bringi 

Ho - san - na ! bright and clear. ^e brmgi 




Ho-san-na! Ho-san-nalTo Christ, the children's King; Ho-san-nal Ho-san-na! 
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The Children's Hosanna. 







Oar songs of love we bring, Hosannal Hosannal to Ghri8t,the children's King. 

we bring. 
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c. H. a. 
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Dear Little Stranger. 

COPYRIQHT, 1900, BY E. O. EXCELL. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



Chas. H. dabriel. 
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1. Low in a man - ger— dear lit - tie Stran - ger, Je - fmB, the won-der - fnl 

2. An - gels de-scend - ing, o - ver Him bend - ing, Chant-ed a ten- der and 

3. Dear lit - tie Stran - ger, bom in a man - ger, Mak - er and Monarch, and 
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Savior, was bom; There was none to receive Him, none to believe Him, None but the 
si - lent refrain; Then a won^der-fnl sto - ry told of His glo - ry, TJn-to the 
Sav-ior of^ allj^ I will love Thee f or-ev - er 1 grieve Thee? no, never! Thou didst for 
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an-gete were wateiuDg that mom. , De„iit- tie Stranger, sleptin a man-ger, 
shepherds on Beth-le-hem'splaiii. \ ButmththepoorHeslmnberedse-cure.The 
me make Thy bed m a stall. 







No. 190. 

Mary OUbert-Wray. 



Under the Snow. 

COPYRIGHT, 10OS, BY 0HA8. H. GABRIEL. 
E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



Chas. H. Qabrlel. 
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1. Un - der the snow, nn - der the snow, Snog-Iy the flow'ra have been sleeping; 

2. Up in the tree, up in the tree, Gai - ly the bird - ies are swingeing; 

3. Blos-som and bird, blossom and bird, Giv - iog their best this fair weath-er; 
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Dear lit-tle flowr 's, they could not know Je-sus a kind watch was keep - ing. 
Hap - py and free, songs full of glee, Cheer - i - ly, cheer - i - ly ring - ing; 
With them we come in sweet ac-cord, Sing -ing our car - ols to - geth - er; 
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Un - der the snow they soft - ly lay, Wait-ing to greet the first spring day; 
Building their nests on boughs so high, Teach-mg the ba - by birds to fly; 
Brighter are we than blooming flow'rs, Gay-er than birds in leaf - y bow'rs; 




Soon as the winter passed a-way Brightly the flow'rs came peeping. Sleep, sleep, 
God watching o'er them from on highjList to their mer-ry sing-ing. Sing, sing, 
Pleading to Christ our ear-ly hours. His we would be for-ev - er. Sweet, sweet. 
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Under the Snow. 




Bleep, sleep, 'Neath a blanket of drift-ed snow; Not a sorrow yon know, 
sing, sing, Swing your cradle up in the tree; Car -olhap-py and free, 
sweet, sweet, fiird and blossom and busy bee; God will watch over thee. 
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Garry Us In Thine Arms. 
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1. Bless - ed Je - sus, we are small, Gar - ry us 

2. Dear Be-deem-er, we are weak, Car-ry us 

3. Far a - way from all that's wrong. Car - ry us 



in Thine anns; 
in Thine arms; 
in Thine arms; 





Gen - tiy bear us lest we fall, Car •* ry us 
Thou art loy - ing, kmd and meek. Car - ry us 
We are weak, but Thou art strong. Car - ry us 



in Thine arms, 
in Thine arms, 
in Thine /'arms. 
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Nellto Talbot. 



HI Be a Sunbeam. 

To my grondton^ Bdwin 0, JSeetll, Jt, 

OOPVmOHTf IMO, BV E. O. EXOEU. 
WORM AND MUeW. 



B. O. BxcttL 
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1. Je - 808 wants me for a 8Qn - beam, To shine for Him each day; 

2. Je - BUS wants me to be lor - ing, And kind to aQ I see; 

3. I will ask Je • sns to help me To keep my heart from sin; 

4. I'll be a son-beam for Je - sus; I can if I bnt try; 
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In ey - 'ry way try to please Him, At home, at school, at play. 

Show-ing how pleas-ant and hap - py His lit - tie one can be. 

£v - er re - flect-ing His good-ness. And al-ways shine for Him. 

Serv-ing Him mo-ment by mo - ment. Then live with Him on high. 
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A son - beam, a son - beam, Je - sos wants me for a son - beam; 
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A son - beam, a son - beam, I'll be a son-beam for Him. 
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Cborus Sekctions 
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Because His Name is Jesus. 



Arr. by B. 0> B. 
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COPYRIGHT, 1009, BYE. O. EXCELL. 
MUSIC AND ARR. OF WORDS. 
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1. In vain I've tried a thou-sand ways My 
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wajrs My fears to quell, my hopes to raise, 

2. My soril is ni^t, my heart is steel, I can - not see, I can - not feel; 

3. He died for me, He lives. He pleads. There's love in all His words and deeds; 

4. Tho ' some will scorn, and some will blame. I'll go with all my guilt and shame, 
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Bntwhat I need 
For light, for life. 
There's all a guilt 
I'U go to Him 
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Is Je - SOS, 
To Je - BUS, 



thro' all my days 

I must ap-peal 
- y sin - ner needs In Je - sus, 

be-cause His name Is Je - sus, 



IS 

to 
in 
is 



Je - sus. 
Je - sus. 
Je - sus. 
Je - sus. 



1^^ - ^^: ^I ' liJ-ir^^fefe^ 



m 



-4-= -^ 1- 



I 



li 



/t> 



f: 



t^ 






m 



*• ^ 



m 



5-T- 



tli 



1 t—p 



^-^ 



No. 194. 



Soldiers of the Gross. 



J. R. Waterbory. 



COFYRIOHT, 1>11, BY ROBT. H. COLEMAN. 
WORDBAND MUSIC. 



Chas. H. Gabriel. 







1. Sol-diers of the cross a - rise! 

2. Now the fight of faith be - gin, 

3. Je - SOS conquered when He fell, 

4. On-ward,then, ye hosts of Godl 



Lol yonr Leader from the skies, 

Be no more a slave of sin, 

Met and yanquished earth' and hell; 

Je - SOS points the Tic - tor's rod; 
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I 
Waves be - fore you glo - ry's prize The prize of vie - to • ly! 

Strive the vie - tor's palm to win. While trast-ing in the Lord: 

Now He leads yon on to swell The tri-nmphs of His cross. 

Fol • low where yonr Lead - er trod; Ton soon shall see His face. 




Seize yonr ar-mor, gird it on, Soon the con*flict will be done, Fight mi- 
Gird ye on the ar-mor bright, War-riors of the King of light, Nev • er 
Tho' all earth and hell ap-pear, Who will donbt,or who can fear? God, our 
Soon, yonr en-e-mies all slain, Crowns of glo - ry you shall gain. Soon yon'D 
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til the bat - tie's won, 
yield, nor lose by flight, 
strength and shield, is near; 
join that glo-rions train 



Then stmg-gle man-fnl • ly. 
Is yonr di - vine re - ward. 
We can - not lose onr cause. 
Who shout their Sav-ior's praise. 

Then sirng-ffle man - fol - ly. 



Soldiers of the Gross. 



Chorus. 




On • ward! is the bat -tie cry! Lift the cross of Je-sns 

On-wardI on -ward! 
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high, On - ward! till the war is done, And the 

lift ik hi(h, On- ward! On -ward I 
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crown of life is won; 



On - ward! is the bat - tie 

On - ward I On • ward! 
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cry! Lift the cross of Je - sns high, Till 

lift it Mffh, Till the war 
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the war is done, And the crown of life is won. 

Till the war is done, 



No. 195. Grown Him Kin^ of Kin^s. 



E. E. Rexford. 



OOPVRIQHT, 19M, BY E. O. EXOCLL. 
WORDS AKD MU8I0. 



DeLoss Smith. 



IJpu'^.b fi ! I I I I ! l .,ffTt =^ 




Introduction. 




Voices in Unison. 



vuiucjo i« ux^ioun. ill I 



1. Grown Him, crown Him with glo - ry the King of kings; 

2. He who reigns o'er the king-doms of earth to - day, 

3. Praise Him, praise Him, the King on the great white throne; 
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Praise and horn -age each heart as its trib - ate 
Sends His bless-ings to those in the heay'n- ward 
Love Him, serve Him, who ml - eth by love a 
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brings; 

way; 

lone; 
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Sing, 
Sing we 
Up to 



earth, and a - nite in the might - y 
prais-es with hearts that with love o 
heav - en the shout of the glo - ri 



re - fram— 
ver - flow— 
fied rings— 
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Grown Him Kin$ of Kin^s. 
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Christ, our Be-deem-er and King, will for - ey - er reignl 

Glo - ry to Je - sus who con-quers our ev - 'ly foe I 

Laud and a - dore Him, and crown Him the King of kingsl 
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Sing bo - 8an • nas, lond let Ike joy - fnl 
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an - thems ring, 
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Land and wor - ship Him whom the an -gels a - dore I 
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XX 
Crown Hun, crown Him, Sav-ior, Be-deem-er and Sing, 
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Glo-ry to God in the high - est— Glo-ry for-ev - er-more! 
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No. 196. . A Son^ of Praise. 

^^ .»^ -, « COWRWMT, 1t07, BY CMA*. H. OAWIEU 

Charlotte Q. Homer. e. o. ixcell, owner. Chas. H. Gabriel. 
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Voices in Unison, 
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1. Je-su8, author of sal-va-tion, In-to Thy 

2. All in nature sing His glory! Even the 
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presence we Come in hn - mfl - i-ty, Heart and voice m ex - nl - ta-tion, 

rocks and rills,Momitains and vales and hills, Seem to tell the won-drous sto-ry, 
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Join in a hymn of praise, And lond a glad ho-san-na raise; He who loved ns 
How to redeem and save A world from sin His life He gave; Ev - er with the . 
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A Son^ of Praise. 
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we to-day re-vere, 
meek and low-ly He 



In His serv-ice we wiD be sin - cere: Ev - er 
Lived and loved, and taught in Gal-i-lee; GIo - ry, 



P 



I 



^^m 



I 



H 



^m 



^^ 



? 



I I I I 



3 



^ 



t 



n"^T^ 



3t 



* 



■^ #■ 




P=£fciJiJ t -i^ 



r=t: 



r r r r if 




grate-fnl-ly do-ing His ho-ly will, We know He'U love and keep ns still, 
hon-or and majesty ev - er-more Shall be to Him whom we a - dore. 
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Chorus. 
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Praise Him, and let His name be for - ev - er Pre-cions and glo - rious! 
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Praise Him who rules the world for He is the King, the King victorious; victorious. 
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No. 197. 



J. L. MeDoiiald. 



Why Stand Ye Here Idle? 

COPYIttGMT,1S92, BY E. 0. EXCEU. 
WORDS AND MUSIC. 



B. O, Excell, 




1. Why stand ye here i - die? there^s la • bor for all, The vioe-yard needs 

2. Why stand ye here i - die? a broth • er's in need, Bis cries as • cend 

3. Why stand ye here i - die? a sool's be - ing lost, Speak, speak words of 

4. Why stand ye here i - die? la - bor each day, To lead men to 
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work-men, the weeds are grown tall; The ripe fmit is wast-ing for 

hea?*n-ward, then pray you, gife heed; For food and for rai^ment he 

warn - ing, what • e? - er the cost; The sonl yon may res -one from 

Je - SOS, the Truth, Life and Way; The Spir - it has prom-ised its 



f 



^ 



.a- 




lack of strong hands Why stand ye here 1 - die? the Mas - ter de-mands. 
snf - fers to - night, Then ren - der as - sist - ance; 0, dare to do right, 
nn and from shame, And give to the Sav -ior to praise His dear name, 
pres • ence to lend. To com - fort and strengthen, till la - bors shall end* 
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Oh, why stand ye 

Oh, why stand 79 i - diet so 



i . die? Oh, 

i - die aU dayt Oh. 




^m 



Why Stand Ye Here idle? 
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Why stand ye i - die, Oh, why stand ye 

Why stand ye i - die, so i - die all day? Oh, why etaad ye i - die, so 
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i - die......... i - - - die all day? The 

i - die all day, i - die aU day, i - die aU durT The 




bar • - Test is pass - ing, The har • 

h«r-TeBfc is pass-inff, is pass • ing a • way. The har- yesl is 
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vest is pass-ing The har ... yest is 

pass - ini^ is pass - iog a - way, The har - vest is pass - ing, is 
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pass - ing, pass - - - ing a - way 

pass - ing a - way. pass - ing a - way, pass - ing a - way. 
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0. 198. 



Charlotte Q. Hooier. 



Marching in His Name. 



1^ 



OOPVRtOHT, 1907, BY CHA8. H. GABRIEL. 

OOPYRIOHT, 1000, BY E. O. EXCELL. Cll«S» H. Qabltel. 



t 



■^ fil l s f m w ^m 



'^rrr^ 




^^4 = M^M ^^^^ 




1. Like an ar- my we are mov - ing Stead -i - ly, and at com-mand^ 

2. Ma - ny foes concealed a - bont ns, Would in-yade onr ranks to - day, 

3. In the light our ban - ner gleaming, Fills the heart with love and cheer. 




Thro' a strange and hos - tile coun-try, To a bet - ter, bright-er land; 
And with sub - tOe ag - i - ta - tion, Seek to turn us from the way; 
And the yoice of our Be - deem - er, Qui - ets ev - 'ry doubt and iear; 




Full e-quip'dy cour-age-ous, loy - al, With the gos - pel firm - ly shod. 
But our Lead-er, on be - fore us, All their se - cret cun-nmg knows. 
Shoulder pressed to shoulder ev - er, With a tramp, tramp, tramp we move. 



r 




We are march-ing on to glo - ry. To the cit - y ' of our God. 
And His wis - dom is for - ev - er Proof a-gainst the chief of foes. 
On -ward, up- ward to the cit - y Built for us thro' Je - sus* love. 



Marching in His Name. 




Chobiis. 
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With a firm de-term-i 



na - tion, And a trust that shall not wane. 
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For the King we have en - list - ed, And are march-mg in Hb train; 









Our 8<Nig of joy is ev - er rmg-mg, while moy-mg up the great high-way 




No. 199. 

. B. O. B. 

Allegro Maestoao. 



Praise Ye the Father. 

OOPYMQHT, 1902, BY E. O. EXCELU 
WORM AND ARRANQIMCNT. 



C. Qooaod. 








Jntroduetion, 
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Praise ye the Father, let 
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ey-'iy na-tlon join to 8ing;Pnu8eye the Father ,Iet ey-'iy heart its tribute briog. 
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King er-er-Iast-ingl Theangebmag-iii-fy Thy name. Emgof all gio-tyf The 
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worlds Thy might and pow'r proclaim.Praise ye the Lord, ey-'ry heart break forth and 

pnise, oar Qod break f oitii. 
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sing, For He is good .... nn-to all,.... and His mercy is ev-er- last - ing. 

and 8in(. is good, to aU, His mer-eyis ev-er-lasi^iiiff. 
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Praise Ye the father. 
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He hath redeemed,and hath made us to be His chDdren.By His death on the cross Ha 

oarjiord, ie-deemed» and made us ehil-dren. 




If hjiiy ^ ^ ^'^ 



raosom'd the world. HaUelnjahl praise je the Father.Glory be to the Father, to the 
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Ejng, Glo-ry on-to Christ oar IBng. As it wasin the begmmng/ is now,aAid 

Hal-VIn-W 




ev-er shall be, world without end. A • men, A • men. 



men, A - men» 
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CiMriottoO.HMMr 



A Son^ of Victory. 

OOmiMMT, 1M>«, BV CHAa. H. OMBRIIL. 
OOPYRMHT, 1M7, BY E. O. EXCEU.. 



Oum. H. OabrM. 
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1. Loud - ly un - to the worid is a cho - rns re - sound - ing, 

2. Press - ing on to the bat - tie, each sol - dier re - joic - es, 

3. Glo - ryl glo - ry to God in the high - est for - ev - erl 
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From the 
Smg - ing 
For the 



hosts of the Lord 
joy - ful - ly nn - 
Cng in His bean - 



as they march a - long, 
to the gra - cions King, 
ty shall yet ap - pear; 
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Bich m har-mo-ny, send-mg the ech - oes 
Earth is join - mg her praise with the ta - mult 
Shout a - loud, for Je - ho - Tah, onr God, win 



re - bound - ing, 
of Yoic - es, 
de - Uy • er; 





Swell - ing 
While the 
His the 



might - i - ly from the 
arch - es of heav - en 
bat - tie, and vie - to 



vie - to - rioQS throng, 
with mu - sic ring. 
- ry draw - eth near. 




Chorus. 



A 6011$ of Victory. 
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Vic - to -ryl rings aloud the bat-tie cry, bat -tie cryl Till the glad 



Yie-to-xylTic-to-xyl rings aload the bat 



tie ei7, • . . Un - til the ff lo-ri-oos 
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echoes reach the yaolted sky, vaulted sky; O'er the world be un- furled 

eeh-oes reach the vault - ed sky; .... - ver the world now be nnfarl'd His 




now His flag from shore to shore; Loy - al, true, in the ranks each 

flag from shore to shore; , . . . . Loy - al and true, in the ranks each iaith - inl 
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soldier stands, bravely stands, Glad - ly His will - bey - ing m whatever 

aol - - - dier stands Glad-lyo-bey-inginwhat-so-OT-er He . . . corn- 



He commands; He the King, the kingdom His for-ev-er - more. 



No, 201. 



K R. Van SIckte. 



All Hail, Immanuel! 

OOPVnOHT, 1910, BY E. O. EXOEU. 
WORM AND MUtW. 



Chas. H. Oabrtel. 




1. All hail to Thee, Im-man - n - el, We cast our crowns be- 

2. All hsul to Thee, Im-man - n - el. The ran - - somed hosts sor- 

3. All hail to Thee, Im-man - n - el. Our ris - - en Kng and 
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fore Thee; Let ev - 'ry heart o - bey Thy ?nll, And ev - - 'ry voice a- 
ronnd Thee; And earthly monarchs clamor forth Their Sov - 'reign, Emg to 
Sav - ior! Thy foes are vanquished, and Thou art Om - nip - o - tent for^ 
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dore Thee. In praise to Thee, our Sav - ior, Kin^, The vi-brant chords of 
crown Thee. While those redeemed in a - ges gone, As-semb-led round ihe 
ev - er. Death, sm and hell no Ion - ger reign, AndSa-tan's pow'r is 
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heav - en ring, . And ech - o back the might - y stram: All 
great white throne. Break forth in - to im - mor - tal song: All 
burst in twain; E - ter - nal glo - ry to Thy Name: All 
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AU ludl! all haill 



all hafl, Im-man - n 
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All Mail, Immanuel2 

Chorus. 
Hail, Im-man-u-el, Im-man-Q-ell HaU , 

hj ', ' • -: t  ! ^ ^ . _uil ^ 
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Hail to the Kins we love so well, 



« Hail, Im - man - a - el! 
Hail! 



Hail to the King we love so well. 




Im-man - u - el , Im-man - u - el I 
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Hail, Im - man - a - ell 61o- ij and hon-or and maj - es - ty, 

Hail! Qlo - - ry and maj - es • I7, 
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Wis-dom and pow-er be un - to Thee, Now and ev - er - m ore! ^^ 

Wis - - dom be un - to Thee, I -^ ^r^/'N 
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lom be un - to Thee, J -p T'^ 



Hail, Im-man-n-el, Im-man-u-ell Hail, 
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Hail to the King we love so well. Hail, Im - man - a - el! Hail to the King we love so well, 

HaU! 
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Hail, Im - man- a -el! King of kings and Lord oflords, All bail, Im-man-u-ell 

Hail! 
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No. 202. 

AHrad H. Adder. 

Legato, 



Somebody Knows. 

OOrVRlQHTf IMS AND 19M, BY BY F. 0. FISCHER. 
W0R08 AND MUSIC, E. O. EXCELL, OWNER. 



B. D. Addsy* 




1. Failing in strength when opprest by my foes , Somebody knows, Somebody knows; 

2 . Why should I fear when the care-billows roll ? Somebody knows, Somebody knows; 

3. Womided and helpless and sick with distress. Somebody knows, Somebody knows; 
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Wait - ing for some one to banish my woes, Somebody knows — 'tis Je - sos. 
When the deep shadows sweep over my sonl. Somebody knows — 't is Je - sos. 
Long - ing for home and a mother's ca-ress. Somebody knows— 't is Je - bos. 
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Chorus. 




Somebody knows, Somebody knows When I am tempted and tried by my foes; 




X)cpotional f^ymns. 
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No. 203. Onward, Christian Soldiers. 

Sablae Ooald. Finl Tun*. Arthur Sullivan. 
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1: Onward, Chrntun sol • dieni Marching as to war, With the cross of Je - sns Go • ing on be - fore; 

2. At the sign of tri • nmph, Satan's host doth flee; On, then, Christian soldiers, On to vie - to • 17! 

3. Like a might-y arnny Moves the Chnrch of God; Brothers we are treadfaig Where the saints have trod; 

4. Onward, then, ye peo - pie, Join onr hap-py throng. Blend with oars your voices In the triumph song; 
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Christ the roy-al Mas • ter. Leads against the foe; For-ward in - to bat • tie. See His bannier go! 
Hell's foon-da-tioQS qqiv - er At the shoot of praise. Brothers, lift yonr voic^. Loud your anthems raise. 
We are not di - vid - ed; AU. one bod - y we. One in hope and doc - trine, One in char • i - ty. 
Glo - 17, land and hon - or Un - to Christ, theCing, This thro' coanUess a - ges Men and angeb sing. 
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Onward, Christian sol • diers! Marching as to war, Vttth the cross of Je • sns Oonng on be-fore. 
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No 204. 

I. Watts. 

fe^J J. J t l 



Joy to the World. 
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a. p. Handel. 
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1. Joy to the world! the Lord is come; Let earth re-ceive her King; Let ev - 'ry heart prsrpare Him 

2. Joy to the world! tiie Sav-ior reigns;. Let men their songs em-ploy; While fields and floods,rock8,hill8,and 

3. Mo more let nn aid sor- row grow. Nor thorns in-fest the groond; He comes to make His bless - ings 

4. He rales the world with troth and grace. And makes the na-tions prove The glo - ries of His rigfat-«oas- 
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And heav'n and natore sing, And heav'n and nature ang. And heav'n, and heav'n and natare sing. 
Repeat the soonding joy. Re-peat the soanding joy. Re - peat, re - peat the soondfing joy. 

Far as the coree is foond, Far as, far as the corse is foond. 

And wonders of Hb love. And wonders, won-ders of His love. 

Sin g. . • • . 



Far as the corse is fooq^. 
And wonders of His love. 
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No. 205. Gome, Thou Almighty Kin^. 

CbwlOT WMley. ^,_^ Peace Oludtal. 
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1. Come, ThoQ Al - might - y King, Help us Thy luune to sing, Hdp at to praise: Fa - ther all- 

2. Come, Thou in -xar-nate Word, Gird on Thy mifi^t-y sword, Oar prayer at-tend; Come, and Thy 

3. Come, ho-ly Com- fort -efi Thy sa-cred wit -ness bear In Uus glad hoar; Thoawho al- 

4. To the great One hi Three, The high - est prais - es be Hence, er-er more! His sov'reigD 
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glo - ri-ons, 0*er all vie - to - ri - ons, Come, and reign o - ver ns, An - cient of daysl 

peo - pie bless, And give Thy Word sac - cess: Spir - it of .hoi - i - ness, Ota as de • fcemll 

might - y art, Now rale in ev - 'ry heart, AjmI ne*er from na de-part, Spir - it . of pow'rl 

maj - es - ty May we in glo - ry see. And to e - ter - ni - ty Love and a - dorel 
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No. 206. Worship. 

1 worship the King all glorious above, 
And gratefaily sing His wonderful love; 

Onr Shield and Defender, the Ancient of dayf , 
Pavilioned in qdendor, and girded with praise. 

2 tell of His might, and sing of His grace. 
Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space; 
.His chariots of wratib the deep thnnderclouds form. 

And dark is His path on the wings of the storm. 

' 3 Thy boontifol care what tongue can recite? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light. 
It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distiUs in the dew and the rain. 

4 FraO children of dust, and feeble as fran. 
In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fi^; 
Thy mercies how tender! how firm to tiie endl 
. Our Maker, IMender, Redeemer, and Friend. 



No. 208. 

5lr Robert Grant. 



Lyons. 



Slo. 207. Ye Servants. 

» 

1 Ye servants of God, your Master proclafan. 
And publish abroad His wonderful name; 
The name all victorious of Jesus extol; 
His kuigdom is glorious: He rules over all. 

2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save; 
And still He is i^: His presence we have; 
The great congregation His triumph shall singf- 
Ascribing salvation to Jesus, ovr King. 

3 "Salvation to God, who sits on the throne,** 
Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son, 

The praises of Jesus the angels procl&a, 

Fall down on their faces, and worship tiw Lamb* 

4 Then let us adore, and give Him His ri|^t— 
All glory and power, and wisdom and.mig^t; 
All honor and blessing, with angds tfbove. 
And thanks never ceasing, for uflnite love. 
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Francis Joseph Haydea. 
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1. wor - ship the King all - glo - rioos a - bove. And grate-fid^ly smg His won - der • ful love; 

-J — • I m . — f — » 1 ^ — .— T-# — # — ■— tJ — i t i# 



^ ^tr^ 



t=it 



"m 



g^tft 



X 



n" 



u. 



^^ 



J i JiNj j i i i^^ ffr 



e— e 



^ 



cr 



Our Shield and De-fead-er, the An-cient of days. Pa - vil-ioned in splen-dor, and gird ". ed with praise. 
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No. 209. How Pirm a roundation. 



Qeorge Keith* 



Plrd Tunt. 



Anne Steele. 
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1. How finn a fomHia- tion, ye samts of the Lord, Is laid for your faith in His ex - esMent wordi 
2."Fear not; I am with thee; be not disHoaycdl For I am thy God, I win stiU gire thee aid; 
3."When throng^ the deep waters I caO thee to go, The ht • ers of sor-row shall not 'O -fn^flow, 
4."When through fiery trl<«Is thy path-way shall lie. My grace, aO-sof - fl<ient, shall be thy sap-ply, 
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What more can He say than to yon He hath said, To yon, who for ref-nge to Je - sns have fled? 
I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and canse thee to stand Up - held by my gra-cions, om-nip - o-tent hand. 
For I will be with thee,thy tri • ab to bless, And sane - ti - fy to thee thy daep-estdis- tress. 
The Hame shall not hart thee— I on • ly da • sign Thy dross to con-some, and thy gold to re - fine. 



^- 



i 



f^ 



#—  



^pg 



■<^ 



*=* 



^- 



sa 



t 



z 



f=rr 



59- 



5"E'en down to old age, all my peofde shall prore 
My soverdgn, eternal, onchangeable love; 
And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn. 
Like lambs they shall still m my bosom be borne. 

No. 210. My 6hepherd. 

Fint or Second Tkim. 

1 The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I know; 
I feed in green pastares, nfe folded I rest; 

He leaded my sool where the still waters flow, 
Restores me when wand'ring, redeems when oppress'd. 

2 Thro' the valley and shadow of death tho' I stray, 
Since Thoa art my Gnardian, no evil I fear; 

Thy rod shaD defend me, Thy staff be my stay; 
No harm can befall with my Comforter near. 

3 In the midst of affliction my table is q>read; 
With blessings onmeasnred my cap ranneth'o'er; 
With perfume and oil Thoa annointest my head; 

what shall I ask of Thy providence more? 

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountifol 'God, 
StiD foUow my steps tOl I meet Thee above. 

1 seek by the path which iny fore-fathen trod, 
Thro' the land of their sojoom. Thy kingdom of love. 



6"The soni that on Jesas bath leaned for repose, 
I win not, I will not, desert to his foes; 
That sool, thoagh aU heU shoold endeavor to shaken 
I'U never, no, never, no, never forsake." 

No. 211. Delay Not. 

Pint or ^coiid Tiuu, 

1 Delay not, delay not, nnner, draw near. 
The waten of l^e are now flowing for theer 
No price is demanded, the Savior is here. 
Redemption is parchased, salvation is free. 

2 Delay not, delay not, why longer abase 
The love and compassion of Jesos, thy Godf 
A foontatn is open, how canst thou refuse 

To wadi and be cleansed in Hii pahloning Uoodf 

3 Delay not, dday not, sinner, to come. 
For Merey stiU Ungen and caUs thee today: 
Her voice is not heard in the vale-of the tomb; 
Her message, unheeded, win soon pass away. 

4 Delay not, delay not, the Spirit of grace 

Long grieved and resisted, may take his sad flig^ 
And leave tiiee in darkness to finish thy race, 
To shik in the g^oom of eternity's night. 



No. 212. 



How Pirm a foundation. 



Oeoft*K«tth. 
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L.How Sra a foundation, yo laints of the Lord, Is laid for your faith in His ozconent wordI Wliat more can He 
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say than to yov Ho hath iaid,To yoa,who lor nf ago to Jesas have fled? To yov,who for nfvfo to Jesas have led? 

'■pife i J?yi^i^:'^iiT..if^!piJ,cc i M.ri?ii 



No. 213. 

Charles Wesley. 



Love ' Divine. 
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John Zundel. 
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1. Love di-Tine, all love ei-ceU-ing, Joy of heav'o, to etrth come down! Fix in as Thy fanm - ble dweO-inK; 

D. 8.— Vii - it 08 with Thy sal - ya - tioa, 
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AD Thy laith-hd mw^ies crown; 
En - ter er - 'ly trembling, heart) 
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Je-sos Thoa art aO com-|>a»«on. Pore m-bound-ed lore Thoa art; 
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2 Breathe, oh, breathe Thy lofii^ 
Into every troubled breastl [Spirit 
Let hb all in Thee mherit. 
Let 08 find the promised rest. 
Take away the love of sinning; 
Alpha and Omega be; ^ 
End of faith, as its beginning, 
Set our hearts at libo^I 



Come, Afanigfaty to deCver, 
Let OS all Thy grace receive; 
Suddenly retom, and never, 
Never more Thy templ0 leave: 
Thee we would be always blessing; 
Serve Thee as Thy hosts above 
Pray,and praise "Diee without ceas- 
Glory in Thy perfect lovel [ing, 



Finish then Thy new creation; 
Pore and apotless let us be; 
Let us see Thy great salvation. 
Perfectly, restored m Thee: 
Chuoged from ^oiy into fl^ory, 
'M in heaven we ti^ our place. 
Till we cast our crowns betore-Tliee, 
Lost m wonder, lovA and praise. 



No. 214. Hark! the Voice of Jesus Galling. 



Hark I the voice of Jesus callmg. 
Who win go and work to-day? 
Fields are white, the harvest waiting 
Who will bear the sheaves away! 
Loud and long, the Master calleth 
Kch reward He offers free; 
Who will answer, gladly saying, 
"Here am I, Lord, send me." 



Firtt or Second Tune, 
If you cannot cross the ocean : 
And tiie heathen land explore, 
You can find the heathen nearer. 
Ton can help them at your door; 
If you cannot qieak fike angels. 
If you cannot preach fike Paul, 
Ton can ten tito love of Jesns, 
Ton can say He died for aU. 



3 Whne the souls of men are djiag. 
And flie Master calb Cor yon. 
Let none hear yon idly saying, 
*^There is notl^ I can do!" 
Gladly take the taak He gives youl 
Let Hb work your pleasore be; 
Answer quickly when He caOetii, 
'*Here am t, Lord, send me.*' 



No. 215. Jesus, I My Gross Have Taken. 

Henry P. Lyte. Second TVum. ^ ti» Mozart. 
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1. Je - sns, I my cross have tak-en, AU to leave and fol-low Thee; Naked, poor, deq^ised, for-sa-ken, 

D.S.— Tet how rich Is my con - di- ticm. 
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Thou from hence my aU shalt be; 
God and heaven are still my own. 
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Per-idi ev-'ry fond am-bi-tion.AU I've sought,attdhopediaDd known; 
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2 Let the world despise, forsake me. 
They have left my Savior, too; 
Human hearts and looks deceive me, 
Thou art not, like man, untrue: 
And.whileThou shalt smile upon me. 
God of wisdom.Iove and might, [me 
Foes mav hate.and friends mav shun 



Goithen,earhtly fame and treasure! 
Come, disaster, scorn and pain! 
In Thy service, pain is pleasore; 
With Thy favor, loss is gain. 
I have called Thee/'Abba Father," 
I have stayed my heart on Thee; 
Stnrmv clouds mav o'er mn imihmr. 
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4 Haste thee on from grace to g^ory. 
Led by faith, and winged by prayer 
HeavVs eternal day's before thee 
God win safely guide thee there. 
Soon shaU close Ukj earthly missiMi, 
Swift shan pass thy pilgrim days; 

TTnnA «hall <«hftium tn 0l.1l fmiAaAn 



No. 216. 6tand Up for Jesus. 

Oaorge Duffleid. Firtt Tmint. 
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1. Stand op, ftaad vp for Je - ns, Te •old4en of the eroes; 

D. S.— 
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Lift b^ Hit roy • al ban - ner, 
Titt er-'ry foe b vanqdslied 
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It must not flof -fer loss: From Tic-t'ry un-to vk 
.^id Chrift is liord in - deed. 
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2 Stand np, atand up for Jetas, 
Tbe trampet caJl obey; 
Forth to the mighly conflict* 
In this His glorious day, 
**Ye that are men, now serve Him," 
Against nnnmnbered foes; 
Toor oonrage rise with danger, 
Andstre^[thto strength oppose. 



3 Stand np, stand np for Jesos, 

Stand in His strength alone; 
The arm of flesh will fail yon; 

Te dare not trust yonr own, 
Pnt on the gospel armor. 

Each piece pat on with prayer; 
Where duty calls, or danger, 

Be never wanting there. 



4 Stand np, stand np for Jesus, 

The strife will not be long; 
This day the noise of battle. 

The next the victor's song; 
To Him that overcometh, 

A crown of life shall be; 
He with the King of f^ory 

Shall reign etonaUy. 



No. 217. The Morning Li^ht is Brealiin^. 



Tbe morning Ii^t is breaking, 

The darkness di8i4>pears. 
The sons of earth are waking. 

To penitential tears; 
Bach breeze that sweeps the ocean 

Brins* tidmgs from afar, 
Of nations in commotion. 

Prepared for Zion's war. 



Pir$t er Sewnd Tune* 
See heathen nations bending 

Before the God of love. 
And thousand hearts ascrading 

In gratitude above; 
Wbfle sinners now confessing. 

The gospel's call obey. 
And seek a Savior's bMng, 

A nation in a day. 



3 Blest river of salvation. 

Pursue thy onward way; 
Flow tliou to every nation, 

Nor m thy richiuss stay; 
Stay not till all the lowly, 

IMumphaBt, reach their home; 
Stay not till aQ the holy 

Prodahn, "The Lord b come.*' 



No. 21& Jesus, Thou Art Standing. 

Wnilani W< How. Smmd Tknt. Jiutta H. Kaecht. 
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1. Je-tas,Hioa art standing Oat-side the fast^osed door Jn lowly patienee waiting To pus the threshold o'er: 



We bear the name of Chnitian8.His name and sign we bear; shamettbriee shame upon na,To keep Him standing therel 
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1 Jesus, Thou art standing 
Ontade the fast-closed door, 

In lowly patience waiting 
To pass the threshold o'er: 

We bear the name of Christians, 
Hb name and sign we bear; 

O shame, thrice shame UDon us. 



2 Jesus, Thou art knockmg; 

And lot that hand b scaned, 
And thorns Thy brow encircle. 

And tears Thy face have marred: 
love that passeth knowl^, 

So patientiy to waiti 
sin that hath no equal 



Jesus Thou art pleading 
In accents meek and low, 

"I died for you, my children, 
And will ye treat me so?" 

Lord, with shame and sorrow 
We open now the door; 

Dear Savior, enter, enter, 



No. 219. Love That Wilt Not Let Ne Go. 
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1. Low Ikat ivlt wH tot bm §o, 

2. Ugkk that ioHonwtaO my way, 

3. Joy thot iaok-«ot bo thra' poin, 

4. crooi that lift - oot op ny hood, 



I not ny noa-iy oool to Thoo, I gtvoThoo 
I yiaU ny fliek'rii« toich to TImo; Mfhoorti»- 
I ooa • not etooomyhoort to Tbeo; I tmoolte 
I dan not aok to kkto UromThBo: I lay h 
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Uck tlw life I owo, Thatb Thino o-eooa dspflio Ito flow Xayrich-or foD - or 

itoni iti boMomd ny, That m Thy ooii-flhiiio'i glow Ha day ICay bright-<r fair - or 

lab-bow thro'>tho raia. And fed tho prom - Joe io not vahi That mom Aall twr toai 

dtetSfe'oglo-iy dead. And from the gnmnd then IdooMBH red Lib that riuJIoBd- km 
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No. 220. I am Trusting, Lord, in Thee. 

Wm. McDonald. ii.«>»M.«i-.<«.u W. O. Plsclier. 






1. tame(nmiigtotiioero«;Iampoor, aadweak,andblind;I am6oimtmganbatdrom,IahaIlfoIlialTationfind. 
10.— lamtraethig, Lord, m Thee;£aeetLambof CalTaiy;Hnmbly atThyeromIbow,San me,Jeeai,mTemonow. 
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4 In the promiam I tnist 
Now I feel the Uood applied; 
I am [Nrastnte in the dut^ 
I with Ghrift am ondfloA. 



2 Long my heart haa aghedfor Thoo 
Long hu ovU reigned within; 
JeooB iweetly ipeaka to mo,— 
"I wiU ctoanae yon from all an." 



No. 221. 

W. A. O. 



3 Hen I gin my all to Thee, 
Frienda,aod time,and earthly iton; 
Sonl and body Thine to bo, 
Wholly TUne fonmmon. 

Look and Live. 

•OyvWI T , 1M7. »V I. O. VmU. 




'to a mee e a g o from the Lord. Hal - le - hi - iahl 
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1 f I'to a mee e a g o from the Lord, Hal - to - hi - iahl The me»«age on • to yon I'D gin; \ 
^'rTto n-eord-ed m HtoWord,Hal- to-lu-jahf It to on-Ty thatyoa '*tookand Un," f 

2 \ I'n a meo-eage frdl of Ion, Hal - to • In • iahl A meo-sage, my friend, for yon; ) 
* I 'Tto a mee^tge from a-bon, Hal- to-ln-)ahl Je - soe said it, and I know 'tto trae. I 



m^ 



P^ P # 



^ 



% 



I 



f=rt 



Jl L 



D.C.— 'Tto n-cord-^d m Hm Word, Hal - to - hi ? jahl It to on - ly that yon "look and lin." 
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"Look and fin" my broth-or, fin, fire, livo« Look to Je 

"Look n4Uv«."Bi bnlk-OT. Un. "Look ud Ut.." 
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ioanow and fin. 
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3 Life to offered onto yon, HaDelniahl . 
Eternal fife thy tool ihail ban; 
If yon'n onlj^ook to Him, Haltohiiahl 



4 I will ten yon how I came, HaOefaiiahl 
To Jeeaa whan He made me whoto: 
Twos befiermg on Hto name, HaltofaijabI 
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No. 222. Majestic Sweetness Sits Enthroned, 

Sanuel Steonett. Thomas Hastiiiss. 
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1. Ma • jes • tic sweetneas sits enthroned Upon the Sav-ior's brow; 

2. No mor-tal can with Him com-pare, A-mong the sons of men; 

3. He saw me phmged in de^ dis-tress, And flew to my re • lief; 



Hn head with radiant glories crowned, 
Fair-er b He than all the fair 
For m'e He bore the shame^fol croae. 
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His lips with grace o'er-flow. His lips with grace o'er-flow. 
That fill the heav'niy train, That fill the heav'nly train. 
And car-ried all my grief, And car-ried^ all my grief. 
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4 To Him I owe my life and breath. 
And all the joys I have: 

He make me trimnph over death,' 
And aayee me from the grave. 

5 Since from His bonnty I receive 
Sach proob of love divme. 

Had I a thousand hearts to give. 
Lord, they should all be thine. 



No. 223. 



Wm. Hunter 



The Great Physician. 
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I r The great Phy-si-cian now is near. The sym-pa-tiiiz-uig Je 
I He q)eak8 the drooping heart to cheer,0 hear the voice of Je 
D. S.— Sweetest car - ol ev - er song, *> Je - sub, bles»^ Je 
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f Sweetest note in ser>aph song, > 
I Sweetest name on mortal tongue, I 
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2 Tour many rins are all forgiven, 
Oh I hear the voice of Jesos; 
Go on your way m peace to heaven. 
And wear a crown with Jesus. 



3 All glory to the dyin|^ Lambl 
I now believe in Jesos; 
I love the blessed Savior's namie,' 
I love the name of Jesus. 



4 His name dispels my gnflt and fear. 
No other name but Jesus; 
Ohl how my soul deU^ts to hear 
The charming name of Jesus. 



No. 224. Fade, Fade, Each Earthly Joy. 

Mrs. Horatlus Bonar. T. B. Perldos. 
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1. Fade, fade, each earthly joy, Je - sus Is mbel Break ev • 'ry ten • der tie, 

2. Tempt not my soul a • way, Je - sus is minel Here would I ev • er stay, 

3. FareweD, ye dreams of ni|^1^ Je • sus is minel Lost m this dawn-ing li^^t, 

4. Fare-weU, mor - tal - i - ty, Je-sos is minel Wei -come e -ter- ni-ty, 



Je • sus 
Je - sus 
Je - sus 
Je - sus 



» mmel 
is minel 
is mine! 
is muMl 
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Dark is the wil • der-ness. Earth has no resting place, Je • sus a - lone can bless, Je 
Per - ish - mg things of clay. Bom for but one brirf day, Pass from my heart a-way, Ja • sus 
AO that my soul has tried Left bat a dis - mal void, Je - sus has sat - is • fied, Je • sus 
Welcome, loved and blest, Welcome,8weet scenes of rest, Welcome.my Savior's breast, Je' - bus 



I 

is minel 
ismbel 
is mmel 
Ismbel 
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r4o. 225. There Is a band Of Pure Delight 

IsMK Watts. FirU ISim. J. C. H. Rink. 




« I Thna it % land of pore de-firiitt l^hsn Minti im-mor^ reuai; \ 
'^'lln- fi-nitedayei- dndfls the wght, Aod pleatiuw bao - iih pam. / Then 



A I Sweet fieldf be-Tond the swell - ing flood Staode dresMd in fiving gnea; i 

^* ( So to the Jewe old Ca-naaa atood. While Jordan-foiled between. | Coold we bat climb 
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ipiing a-bidea And nerer withering flowers: DeatLlike a narrow sea, diTides This heat'nly land from ours. 



Hoses stoodfAnd view the landscape Q'er.Not Jordon's streamer deatii's cold flood^onld fright ns from the sboie* 



Mo. 226. Alas! and Did My Savior Bleed? 

Isaac Watts. AeMui Twu. Hugh Wilson. 
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Alaa! and did ay Savior Ueodr And did mr Sorartiin die? WoaM Bedevote that sacred bead For mdi awoim as IT 




1. Alas! and did aj Savior Ueodr And did ■jSoreroiindier WoaM Bedevote that 
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2 Was. it for crimes that I have done, 
He groaned iq>on the tree? 
Amaaing pityl grace ankaownl 
And lo?e beyond degreel 

No. 227. 

Beniard Barton. 



3 Well might the son in darkness hide 
And shot His glories in, [died, 
When Chi^, the migh^ Maker, 
For man, the crsatnrs's am. 



4 Bat drops of grief can ne'sr repay 
The debt of love I owe: 
Here, Lord, I give myself away,— 
'Tis all that I can do. 



Walk in the Ll^ht. 
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U Third Tm*, Haydn. 
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1. Walk btiie Ufbt! so thon shaft know That feDewship of love, His ^irtt oalj'caa beitotr.Who reigBs in fifht above. 




2 Walkmthelightlandthoashaltfind 
Thy heart made troly Bis, [shrined. 
Who dwells in cloudless %ht en- 
Id whom no darknees ia. 



3 Walk fai the fightlaad then Shalt own 
Thy darkness passed away, [shone 
Because that light hath on thee 
In which is perfect day. 



4. Walk m the lightland e'en thetomb 
Mo fearfuT shade shall wear; 
Glory shall chase away its ^oom. 
For Christ hath conquered then. 



No. 228. Salvation! the Joyful Sound. 

laucWctU. FnraTnu. JohaRanddl. 
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1. Sal - va • laon! the joy - ful sonndl What pl( 
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to our earsl A Sovereign bahn t<n«v»*rj wound, A 
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cordial for our fears, A cor&d for our fears, A 



m 



for our fears. 
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|2 Salvaftionllet the echo fly 
The spadoua earth around, 
WhOe all the armies of the sky 
Gompire to raise the sound. 

3 Salvation! thou blsedbg Lamb! 
To Thee the pndse betoogs: 
Salvation shall faispivB our bsaria, 

Asa dwen mon 



No. 229. 



Blest Be the Tie. 



John Fawcett. 



Hans Qeorge NaegelL 
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1. Blest be the tie that binds Our hearts in Christian love;The fellow-shipof kindred minds Is like to that a-bove« 
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2 Berfore our Father's throne 
We poor our ardent prayers; [one, 
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are 
Our comforts and our cares. 



3 We share our mutual woes. 
Our mutual burdens bear; 
And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 



4 When we asunder part. 
It gives us inward pain; 
But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 



No. 230. My Soul, Be on Thy Guard. 

Qeorge Heath. Lowell Mason. 

' il l., . .   I 
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I . My soul.be on thy guard;Ten thousand foes arise;ThelEost8 of sin are pressing hard To draw thee from the skies. 




2 watch, and fight, and pray; 
The battte ne'er give o'er; 
Renew it boldly every day. 
And help divine implore. 



3 Ne'er think the victory won. 
Nor lay thine armor down: 
The work of faith will not be done. 
Till thou obtain the crown. 



No. 231. Did Christ O'er Sinners Weep? 



4 Fight on, my soul, till death 
Shall bring thee to thy God: 
He'll take thee, at thy parting 
To His divine abode. [breath. 



BenJ. Beddome. 



Lowell AUson. 
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1. Did Christ o'er sinners weepf And shall opt tears be dry? Lettearsof penitential grief Flow forth from er'iyeya 
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I Did Christ o'er sinners weep? 
And shall oar tears be (by? 
Let tears of pemtential grief 
Flow forth from every eye. 



2 The Son of God m tears 
The wondering angels see; 
Be then astoidshed, iby sonl; 
He shed those tears for thee. 



3 He wept that we might weep— 
Each sm demands a tear; 
In heaven alone no rin is foimd. 
And there's no weepmg there. 



No. 232 

Bngliah. 



My Jesus I Love Thee. 



Fira Tuiu. 



A. J. Qordoa. 
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1. My Je - BOB I love Thee, I know Then art mme; For Thee all the f ol - lies of dn X re - mgn; 

2. I love Thee be - eanse Thon hast first lov-ed me, And purchased my par-don on Cal - va - ry's tree; 

3. FD love Thee hi life, I wfll love Thee in death, And praise Thee as long as Thou lendest me breath, 

4. In man^ons of glo - ry and end - less de-Ught* I'll ev - er a - dore Thee m heav-en so bright; 
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My gta-cioos Re - deem • er, my Sav • ior art Thou; If ev • er I loved Thee, My Je - sua, 'tis now. 
I love Thee for wear - mg the thorns on Thy brow; If ev > er I loved Thee, My Je - sos, 'tis now. 
And say when the death-dew lies cold off my brow; "If ev - er I loved Thee. My Je • sus, 'tis now." 
I'll smg with the gUt • ter • ing crown on my brow; "If ev - er I loved Thee, My Je - sos, 'tis now." 



No. 233. 



Blessed Assurance. 



P. J. Crosby. 
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Mrs. J. F. Koapii. 
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1. Blew^ M ^ nr - anoe, Jfr^ns is mine! Oh, what a fore-taste of glo • 17 di • yiiiel Heir of 

2. Per - feet nab-nuMioa, per-feet de-Ii|^, Vis-ions of rep - tore now bant on my s^t, An-giris de- 

3. Per - feet ial>-mis-flion, sll is at rest, I, in my Sav-ior am hap-pyand blest, Watcliing and 
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FiKK Caoaus. 
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Ts - tion, pai>chsse of God, Bom of His Spir • it, washed in His Mood. 

tcend-ing, bring from a-bote, Ech - oes. of mer - cy, wbis-pen of love. This is my sto - ry, 

wait - in|^ look -ing a- hove, FiDedwithHisgoodneM, lostin His love. 
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D. C— Prais4ig my Sav - ior tJl the .day long. 
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tUs is my song, TnSmog my Sav -lor all the day kmg; Thii is my sto - ly, this is my soi^ 
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No. 234. 
j.n. 



He Leadeth Me. 




WiD. B. Bndbary. 
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1. He Isad-elh me! O lilem • ed tho'tl words with hesT'nly oom-fdrt frsoght! Whafr«'er I do, wher- 

2. SomeCimeB 'mid seenes of deepest |^oom,8ometimes where Eden's bowen bloom,^y waters still, o'er 

3. Lord, I wonld clasp Thy hand in mine. Nor er • er mnr - mar or re - poie, Con - tent, what-er - er 

4. And when my task on earth is done,Wben,by Thy grace,the vict'iy's woa,E'en death's cold wate I 
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e'er I be, 8tm 'tis God's hand that 4ead-eth me. 

troob-led sea, Still 'tis God's hand that lead-etii me. He lead-eth me, He lead-eth me, By Hk own 

lot I lee, 80100138 God's hand that lead-eth Ine. 

wfll n^t flee, Since God thro' Jor - dan lead-eth me. 
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hand He leadreth me; His faith • fal fol-fa>w'r I woold be, For by His hand He Iead-«th me. 
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My Happy Home. 

eorrmoMT, ism, bv k. e. excku. 



B. 0. Excel! 
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1. Je - ra - sa • lem, my hap-py home, Oh, how I long for Thee! When will my ser-rows have an end? 

2. Thy walls are all of pre-cious stone Most glo-rioos to be - hold Thy gates are rich-ly set with peail, 

3. Thy gardens and thy pleasant streams My study long have been— Such sparkling gems by hu-man oght 

4. Reach down,reach down thine arms of grace And cause me to ascend Where congregations ne'er break up 
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Chorus. 
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Thy joys, when shall I see? 
Thy streets are paved with gold. 
Have nev - er yet been seen. 
Andprais-es nev - er end. 

I 



I win meet you in the cit • y of the New Je • m • sa - lem, 
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I am wash'd in the blood of the Xamb; 

is the blood of the Lamb; 
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I am wash'd in the blood of the Lamb. 
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No. 236. 

5. Fillmore Bennett* 



Sweet By-and-By. 



•Y KRMMMON. 
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Jos. P.Webster. 
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1. There's a land that is fair-er than day, And by faith we causee it a -far; For tiie Fa-tfaer waits 

2. We shall sing on that beau-ti*fnl shore The me - lo - di - ous songs of the blest, And our spir-its shall 

3. To our boun - ti - tul Fa - ther a - bove, We will of - fer our trib - ute of praise, For the glo - ri - ous 
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Chorus. 
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- ver the way, To pre - pare us a dwelfing placd there. 

sor - row no more, Not a sigh for the bless-ing of rest. In the sweet by-and-by, We shall 

gift of His love. And the blessings that hallow our days. b tb« • weai h b l by-aad-by. 
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meet \Dn that beantifBl shore; In the sweet Jl)y4uid-by, We shan meet on that beautifol shore. 

bfHUtd-br: In the tweet bf •■ad-by. 
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No. 237. 

J. H. S. 



Only Trust Him. 



J. H« StocktOflL 
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1. Come er - '17 loiil by rin oppreis'd. There's mercy with the Lord/ And He will sorely gire yoa rest 1^ 

2. For Je - SUB shed His prsdons Uood, Rich Uess-ings to bestow; Phmge now in-lo the crimson flood Thit 

3. Tes, Je - sos is the Truth, the Wsy, That leads yon m-to rest; Be - Uere in Him^with-ont de-lay, And 

4. Come, then, and join this ho- ly band. And on to 1^0-17 go^ To dwell fai that oe4ea-tial land, When 
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tmst-ing in His word. 

wash-es white as snow. I On - ly trust Him, on • ly trust Him, .On-1y trust Him now; ) 

yoa are Inl-ly West. (He wiD save yon. He will save yoa. He will.. % ) save yoa now. 

joys im-mor-tal flow. ^ ^j 
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No. 238. 

PhiHp Doddridgs. 



Happy Day. 
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B. P. Rlmtaiilt. 
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1 I v hap • py day that fixed my choice On Thee, my Sa?-ior and my God! ) 

* I Well may this Rowing heart re - joice, And teU its rap-tores all a-broad. t H^>i>y day, hap-py day, 

2 f hap - py bond, that seals my tows To Hun who mer • Its all my IotoI ) 
I Let cheerfnl an-thems fill His boose, Whfle to that sacredshrine I move. / Hap-py day, hap-py day. 
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3 'TIs done this great transaction's 
done; 

I am my Lord's, and He b mine; 
He drew me, and I followed on. 
Charmed to confess tiie Toice divine. 

4 Now rest, my long-diTided heart; 
Fixed on this bliaalal centre, rest; 
Nor ever from thy Lord depart. 
With Him of eveiy good 



No. 239. 

Wm. P. Mackay. 



Revive Us A^ain. 



J.J.Hustaiid. 
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1. We praise Thee, GodI For the Son of Thy love. For Je • sos who died And is now gone a • bove. 

2. We praise Thee, God! For Thy Sptr • it of Bgfat, Who has shown us onr Savior, And scattered oor night 

3. All glo-ryand praise To the Lamb that was 8hu^,Wbo has borne all oor sins And has cleansed ev'iy stain. 

4. Be - vive ns a - gain; Fill each heart with Thy love; Hay each sonl be re-kindled With fire from a-bove. 
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Hal - le - la • jahl TUne the glo • ry, Hal - le - la - jahl A • men! 
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Re • vive as a - gain. 
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No. 240. 



Abide With Me. 



H. P. Lyte. 



Win. H • Monk* 
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1. A - bide with mel Faat falls the e • yen - tide, The dark-neiB deep-ens— Lord, with me a-bide! 

2. Swift to its dose ebbs oat life's lit • tie day; Earth's joys grow dim, its glo-ries pass a - way; 

3. I need Thy pres - ence ev - 'ry pass-mg hour, What bnt Thy grace can foil the tempter's pow'r7 

4. Hold Thou Thy cross be-fore my dos - ing eyes; Shine thro' the g^oom, and point me to the sides; 
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When oth-cr help-«n fafl, and com^-forts flee, Help of the help-less, oh, a -bide with mel 

Change and de - cay m aH a-roond I see; Thon whochangest not, n- bide with mel 

Who, like Thy - self , my guide and stay can be? Thro'cloDdandsanshine,oh, a -bide with me! 

HeaY'n'smoningbreaksandearth'ftvalnshadowsfleel In life, m death, Lord, n - bide with mel 




No. 241. 

John Kepler. 



6un of My 6oul. 



Henry Monk. 
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L Son of my soul, Thon SaT-ior dear. It b not night if Thoo be near; may no 
2. When the soft dews of kind - ly sleep Hy weapried eye - lids gen - tty steep, Be my last 
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-bom dood a - rise To hide Thee from Thy senrant's eye. 
thought, how sweet to rest For-er-er on my Sav-ior's brent. 
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3 Abide with me from mom till eve,. 
For with-ont Thee I cannot live; 
Abide with me when night b ni|^, 
For without Thee I dare not die. 

4 Be near to Mess mewfaen I wake. 
Ere thro' the worid my way I take. 
Abide with me till m Thy love 

I lose myself m heavm above. 



No. 242 My Paith Looks Up to Thee. 

Ray l^mer. Lowell Maeon. 



1. My faith looks op to Thee, Thon Lamb of Cal • va - ry. Say - ior di - vine; Now hear me 



2. May Thy rich grace im - part Strengtii to my faint-ing heart, My seal In - spire; As Thou hast 

3. WMIe ^'s dark maie I tread, And griefs a-ronnd me spread. Be Thon my Guide; Bid dark-ness 

4. Wheo sods file's transient dream,Wheo death's cold snl-len stream Shall o'er me roO, Blest SaT - ior 




while 
died 



I pray. Take afl my sua a - way, let me from this day Be wfaol • ly Thinel 

for me, may my love to Thee, Pure, waim.and changeless be, A fiv - mg flrel 

to day. Wipe sor-rows tears a • way, Nor let me ev - er stray From Thee a • side. 

in tove. Fear and dis- trust re-move; bear me safe a -hove, —A ran - somed soul. 



No. 243. Jesus of Nazareth Passeth By. 

MiMBtta Campbell. PintTmt. Theo. e PwldlM. 
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. ( What meant thii •■rer, anziou threoK, Which moTM with b«*r haste along—) 
1 Thwe wondroo* gath'ringt day by day? What mMU thia itnaK* com- / motion^ pray? In accents hnsb'd tb» 
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throng reply: "Je-ana of Naxareth paasetb by,'* In accenta hnsh'd the throng reply: *'JesDS of Nasareth passeth 1^/ 
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2 Who k this JesQ8?why should He 
The city move so migfatOy? 
A pasBing stranger, has He skiO 
To moTe the multitade at wfll? 
Ag^ the stirring notes reply: 
"Jesns of Naxareth passeth by.'* 



Jesosl 'TbHewho once below [woe; 
Man's pathway trod, 'mid pain and 
And bnrden'd ones, where'er He cm 
Bro*t out their ack aid deaf ud lame. 
The blind rejoiced to hear the cry: 
JesDs of Nazareth passeth by." 



«i 



Agun He comes! from place to ^ace 
His holy footprints we can trace. 
He panseth at oar threshold— nay. 
He enters— condescoMb to stay. 
Shall we not gladly raise the cry— 
"JesQS of Nazareth passeth by." 



No. 244. Sweet Hour of Prayer. 



W. W. Walford. 
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Wm. B. Bradbury. 
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2 I Sweet hour of prayer ,8weet hoar of prayer,That calls me from a world of care, \ r In 

*iAnd bids me, at my FaF-tber's throne,Makea]lmywant8and j viahesknownl iMysooIhas 

D.C.^And oft es-caped the tempter's snare, By thy re-tom^jweet hour of prayer. 
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of dis^tress and grief \ 
oft • en Joand re- i lief. 




Sweet hoar of pirayer, sweet boor of 
The joys I feel,the t^ I share, [prayer. 
Of those whose anzioas spirits bom 
With strong deares for thy retain! 
With such I hasten to the place 
Where,6od,my Savior,8hows His face, 
And gladly take my station there. 
And wait forthee,8weet hoar of prayer. 



Sweet boor of prayer, sweet hoar of 
Thy wjpgs shall my petition bear[^ayer 
To Hun, whose troth andfahhfabess 
Engage the waiting soul to bless: 
And smce He bids me seelc His face, 
Beliere His word, and trdst His grace^ 
I'll cast on Him my erery care. 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of pn^yer. 



|No. 245. from Every 6tormy Wind that Blows. 

HugtaStowell. Third TwM. _ TlHmias Haothiss. 
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1. FYom ey-'iy stomi - y wind that Mows, From ev-'ry 

2. There is a place where Je - sas sheds The oil of 
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8well-mg tide of woea. There is a cafao, a 
glad - ness on oar beads; A phusetfaaa all be- 
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13 There is a scene where q)iritB Mend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend; 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. 

4 There, there on ei^ wings we soar. 
And nn and sense molest no more; 
And heaven comes down our souls to greet,^ 
While glory crowns the mercy-seat. 
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(UN re - treat: 'Tb found be-neath the mer 
sidMmore sweet: It u the Mood-bought mer 






cy seat, 
cy e3at. 
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No. 246. Jesus, 6avior, Pilot Me. 
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Edward Hopper. 



Firtl tune* 



J. E. Qould. 

|— i — t^-D.c. 
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1. Je • 808, Sav-ior, pi • lot me, 0-ver Ule'8 tempestaoos sea: j Un-known waves before me roll, i 
P.C— Chart and compass come from Thee, Jesu8,Savior,pi-lot me. i Hiding rocks and treach'rous f shoal; 
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Jesns, Sainor, pilot me. 
Over life's tempestuous sea: 
Unknown waves before me roll, 
Hiding rocks and treach'rous shoal; 
Chart and compass come from Thee 
Jesus, Savior, pilot me. 



As a mother stills her child. 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild; 
Boisterous waves, obey Thy will 
When Thou say st to them'Be still!' 
Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jesus, Savior, pilot me. 



IVhen at lafit I near the shore, 
And the fearful breakers roar 
'Twiz me and the peaceful rest. 
Then, while leaning on Thy breast, 
May I hear Thee say to me, 
*'Fear not, I will pilot thee." 



No. 247. 

A. M. Toplady. 



Rock of A^es. 



Second Tune. 
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FiicB Thomas Hastings. ^^ 
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1. Rock of A - ges, cleft for me. Let me hide my-self in Thee; 
D. C— Be of sin the doub-Ie cure. Save from wrath and make me pure. ^ FromThy wounded side which flow 



^ 




s±=U^ 



ir-t\ S ',4_t 



i 



t 



m 



^E 



£ 



f 



0--a^ 



■9- 



1 Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee; 
Let the water and the blood. 
From thy wounded side which flow'd 
Be of sin the double cure. 
Save from wrath and make me pure 



2 Could my tears forever flow. 
Could my zeal no languor know. 
These for sin could not atone, 
Thou must save, and Thou alone: 
In my hand no price I bring. 
Simply to Thy cross I cling. 



3 While I draw this fleeting breath,' 
When my eyes shall close in death, 
When I rise to worlds unknown, 
And behold Thee on Thy throne. 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 



No. 248. Safely Through Another Week. 



John Newton. 



Third, Tune. 



Art. by Lowell Mason. 
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2 j Safe - ly thro* an-oth-er week, God has brought us on our way; \ 

\ Let us now a bless-uig seek, / Wait 



ing m His courts to - day; 
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nal rest; of e • ter • nal rest. 
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Day of all the week the best, Em • blem of 
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2 WhOe we pray for pard'ning grace, 
Thro' the dear Redeemer*8 name. 
Show thy reconciled face. 
Take away our sin and shame; 
From oor worldly cares set free, 
May we rest this day in Thea. 



Here we come Thy name to praise; 
Let us feel Thy pesence near; 
May Thy glory meet our eyes, 
While we in Thy house appear; 
Here afford us. Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting feast. 



May the gospel's joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints; 
Make the fruits of grace abound. 
Bring relief to all complaints; 
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove, • 
Till we join the church above. 



No. 249. 

SuBuel Medley. 



Gould I 6peak. 



Lowell rUuoo. 




1. coaU I apeak the matdi-less worth, conld I sound the glozies forth, 



my 8aT4ar atuiie. 




j I'd soar and touch the heav'nly strings, ) 

{ And vie with Gabriel while he sings, J In notes al-most di - raie, In notes al • most (fi - ▼ine. 
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2 I'd sing the precious Mood He qiQt 
My ransom from the dreadfolgailt 

Of sm, and wrath divme; 
I'd sing His glorious lighteoosnessi 
In which aU-perfect,heaTenly dress 

My sonl shall ever shme. 



I'd sing the characters He bears, 
And all the forms of love He wean, 

E!xalted on His throne; 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I wonld to everlasting days 

Make all His glories known. 



Wen, the delightful day wQl come 
When my dear Lord ^ bring me 

And I shall see His face; [hMne, 
Then with my Savior, Brother, 
A Mest eternity I'll spend, [Friend, 

Triumphant m His grace. 



No. 250. There's a WIdeness. 

Frederick W. Paber, Lizzie S. Touijee. 
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1. There's a wide-ness hi Grod's mer-cy. Like the wide-ness of the sea, There's a kmd-oess 

2. There is wel-come for the sin - ner. And more grac-es for the good; There is mer - cy 
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m His justice, Which is more than lib • er • ty. 



with the Savior, There is heal 



in His 
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blood. 
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3 For the love of God is broader 
Than the measure of man's mmd; 

And the heart of the Eternal, 
Is most wonderfolly kmd. 

4 If oar love were bat more sunple. 
We should take Him at His word; 

And our lives would be all sunshme 
In the sweetness of our Lord. 



No. 251. 

John Bowring. 



In the Gross. 
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Ithamar Conkey. 
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1. In the cross of Christ I glo - ry, Tow'ring o'er 

2. When the woes of life o'er-take me, Hopes des^eive, 
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the wrecks o! time; All the light of 
and fears an • noy, Nev • er shaJl the 
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ea • cred sto-ry Gathers round its head sub-liine. 
cross for -sake me; Lol it glows with peace and joy. 
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3 When the son of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way, 

From the cross the radiance streaming 
Adds more luster to the day. 

4 &ane and blessmg, pain and pleasars, 
By the cross are sanctified; 

Peace is there that knows no measarsi 
Joys that through all tixpeaUde. ^ 
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No. 252 

H L. Hastings 



Shan We Meet? 
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Ellhu S. Rice. 
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2 f Shall we meet be-yond the liv'^r, Where the sor-ges cease to roD; > 
*.\ Where in aU the bright for-ev-er, f 

2 i Shall we meet be-yond the riv-er. When oor stormy voyage is o'er? \^ 
* I Shall we meet and cast the anchor, 



Sof'row ne'er shall press the soul? 



D. C— Shall we meet be-yond the riv-er, 

P. 



/ By the bright ce-les-tial shore? 
Where the sur-ges cease to roll? 




Chorus. 



sus. D. C. 
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Shan we meet, shall we meet, Shall we meet beyond the river? 






3 Shall we meet in yonder city, 
Where the tow'rs of crystal shine; 

Where the walls are all of jasper, 
BnOt by workmabshlp divme? 

4 Shan we meet with Christ, our Savior, 
When He comes to claim His ownf 

Shall we know His blessed favor, 
And sit down upon His throne? 



iNo. 253. 



Jesus Gall Us. 



Cecil P. Alexander. 



W. F. Jude. 
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1. Je • SOS calb ns: o'er the ta - molt Of oar life's wild rest-less sea. Day by day His sweet voice 

2, Je - sns calls as from the wor • ship Of tiie vain worid's golden shore; From each i- dol that would 
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3 In oar joys and in onr sorrows. 
Days of toil and hoars of ease; 

Still He calls, m cares and pleasores. 
That we love Him more than these< 

4 Jesos calls as: by Thy mercies, 
Sanor, make as hear Thy call. 

Give oar hearts to Thme obedience» 
Serve and love Thee best of all. 
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soond-eth. Say • mg, "Chris • tian, fol-Iow Me." 
keep OS, Say - ing, "Chris - tian, love Me more." 
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No. 254. 

Margaret Mackay. 



Asleep in Jesus. 



Wm. B. Bradbury. 
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1. A - sleep m Je - sosl bless - ed sleep, From which none ever wakes to weepi' A calm and an - dib- 

2. A - sleq[> in Je - sosl how sweet To be for soch a slam-ber meet! ^ith ho - ly con - fi- 
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tmhed re-pose, Un-bro-ken by the last of foes, 
denoeto amg, That death has lost his ven-omed sting. 
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3 Asleep m Jesas! peacefol rest. 
Whose waking is sapremely blesti 
No fear, no woe, sludl dim that hour 
That manifests the Savior's pow'r. 

4 Asleep in Jems! for me 
May anch a bSssfol refuge bel 
Secniely shall my ashes lie. 
Waiting the sammons from on Oi^) 



No. 255. 

Rev. Edward Mote, 
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The Solid Rock. 

■r m. or tni molow 4 main oo. 



Wm. B. Bradbury. 
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. ( My hope b boilt on notb-ing leai Than Je-sos' blood and right-eoos-neM; ) q^ Chritt the 8<rf-id 
* ) I dare not trust tiie sweet-est frame. But whol-fy lean on Je-eoe' name, i 
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Rock, I stand; AH oth • er groond is sink • ing sand, 
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2 When darkness vdlsHis lovely face 
I rest on His unchanging grace; 
In every high and stormy gale. 
My anchor holds within the vail. 



3 His oath, His covenant. His blood 
Support me in tiie whehning flood; 
When all around my soul gives way. 
He then b all my hope and stay. 



4 WhenHeshaUMMwiikl 
may I then in Him be found, 
Drest in His r^teonsness alone, 
FanltlesB to stand before the tknm. 



No. 256. In Evil Lon^ I Took Delight. 
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John Newtoo. 



'H^^i iijii i^m 



Ensllsh Air. 
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1. In e • vil long I took de-light, Un-awed by diame or fear, Till a new ob-ject struck my sight, 
Rbp.— I do be-Ueve, I now be-lieve, That Je-susdied for me; And thro* Un bloed.Hls precious Uood; 
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4 My conscience felt and owned 

It plunged me in despair; [the gdlt; 
I saw my ons His blood had spilt. 
And helped to nail Him there. 

5 A second look He gave, which said 
"I freely all forgive; 
This Uood is for Tbj ransom put: 
I die that thou mayst five." 
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And stopped my wud ca-reer. 
I shall from sin be free. 



^m 



2 I saw Chie hanging on a tree. 
In agonies and blood, 
Who fixed His languid eyes on me, 
As near His cross I stood. 

3 Sure never till my latest breath 
Can I forget that look: 
It seemed to charge me with His 
Tho* not a word He spoke, [death. 
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Oh, Mow I Love Jesus. 
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1. There j is a name I love to hear, I love to sing its wortii; .It \ 

I sounds like mus-ic in mine ear. The ^ •.«>.- n sweet-ert name on earfii. 




f Oh, how I love Je - sos. Oh, how I love Je - sue, t 

I Oh, how I love Je • sus, Be- i l-s h t cause He first toved me. 
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2 It tells me of a Savior's love. 
Who died to set me free; 
It tells me of His precious blood; 



T1.A «:__._f *. .^ ^f. 



3 It tells me what my Father hath 
In store for every day. 
And tho' I tread a darksome path. 



4 It tells of One whose loving heart 
Can feel my de^Mst woe, ' 
Who m each sorrow bears a part, 



No. 258, 



L. H. 



I Am Coming, Lord. 



Rev. L. Hartsough. 



1. I bMrJhy weleome foiea. Thai calls iiM,Loid,to TlM0,For dMntiof in Thy pradou hkwd That liowadonCalTaiy. 
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I am oomioff, Loid, Con-ljig now to Th«e: Wash nM,deanse no in the blood That flowed on Cal-va-ry 

— ~ " - — ^^ 
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2 Tho' coming wenk and vile 
Tbou dost my strength assure; 
Thon dost my Tfleness foDy eletnse, 
TOl spotlesB to, and pore. 



No. 259. 



S'Tk Jesos calb m« on, 
To perfect faith and Io?e, 
To perfect hope,and peace,and tmst 
For earth and heav'n above. 

Just As I Am. 
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4 And He assorance ^Tes 
To loyal hearts and tnie. 
That ey'ry promise b foUUed 
To those who hear and do. 



Chariotte Binott. 



Wm. B. Bradbury. 



< 1. Jnst aa I ami with - ont one plea. But that Thy blood was shed for me. ^ld that ThonUdd'st me 



Fnst aa I ami with » ont one plea, But that Thy blood was shed for me. And that Thon Udd'st me 

2. Jnst aa I ami and wait • faig not To rid my so«l of one dark blot. To Thee, whose Uood eaa 

3. Jnst as I ami tho' tossM a-bont ViTith many a conflict many a donbt, Fighting and fears witii- 
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W J r r r'^ *' ' ^< IgliJJ g X^'" 8ight,riches,heaIingofthemmd, 
eoM to Thee, OLambof Godl Icomel I eomel Tea, aU I need m Thee to find. 



deaBBS each spot, Lamb of Godl Icomel I cornel 
m, wMi-ont, OLambof Godl Icomel I comel 



Laml> of God, I comel I cornel 



In I'rfTirfrn^- 
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5 Jnst IM I am~thoa wflt Tecei?e, 
^..^ W3t welcome, pardon, cleanse, reliere; 

^^^11 Becanse thy promise I belieTe, 
P Lamb of God, I comel I comel 
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N04 260. 

Mrs. H. M. Hall. 



Jesus Paid It All. 



John T. QraiM. 



1 I bear the Sa?i«naj,*'Tby strength indeed is smalUChild el *oaknsas,wsteh and ^y,FlBd in m< thins aU &i alL'* 
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Js-SBspaU it sU, All_ to Him I ewe; Sin h^ Isit a 



Stain, He washed it white as snow. 
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2 Lord, now faideed I find 
Thy power, and Thine ahme^ 
Can change the leper's spots, 



3 For nothhig good have I 
Whereby Thy grace to daun— 
m wash my garments white 



4 And when, before the throne, 
I stand b Hfan complete 
"Jesns died my sonl to save," 



No. 261. 



Wash Me in the Blood. 



W. eowper. 
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B. O. ExcelL 







There is a f ouoUin filled with Uood J)nwn from Imouuiael't TeiDt, t Sa?ior wuh me in the blood, ^ a I 

ADd siaoers, plang'd beneeth that flood. Lose all their Inilty stains, l bnar.wuk m ii th« NMd. la th« UMd. tb« Uat4 of tkt UbK 
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in the blood. Ob, And I 
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SaT-ior wash 
8»T • ior wash 



me 



shall be whii-«rthao the snow. 
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in tk« Uoe4. is lb* blood. Ih« blood of Om Uab. Ob. 
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No. 262. 

W. Cowper 



There is a Fountain. 

Second Tune. 






Lowell Mason. 



. ( There is a fonntaln fifled with blood, Drami from Immaaud'sTrais, 
' / And 8iiuier8,pliing*d beneath that flood. Lose all tiieir 

D.S.A]id ainnerSiphuigM beneath that flood. Lose all thdr 
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gopty stains; Lose hU their guilty stains. Lose all their guilty stains; 
guilty stains; 
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2 The dying thief rejoiced to lee 
That fountam in Us day; 

And there may I, tho' vile as be. 
Wash afl my sins a,way. 

3 ThoQ dying Lamb» Thy prectons 
Shan ne^er lose its power, [UoocI 
HU all thajransomedOnnch of God 
Be saved, to sin no more 

4 E'er since by faith I saw the 
Thy flowing wounds snpply[stream 
Bedeemmg love has beoi my theme, 

And shaO be tilll die. 

5 Then h a nobler, sweeter soag, 
ini smg Thy power to save. 
When this poor lispjng,8tammering 
Lies rileot m the prave. [t(»giie 
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Glorious Fountain. 
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W. Cowper. 
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Third Tune. 
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^ I There is a f oant-ain filled with bleod, filled with blood, filled with blood. There is a fountain filled with Uood, Drtwo 
' I And sinners.plang'd beneath that flood,beneath that flood,beneath that flood. A nd sinners plnng'd beneath that flood4<ose 
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Iron Immannel's Teios; i 
all their gnilty stains, i 
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Oh, floriOQS fountain! Here will I stay. And in thee «v - fr Wash my sins a • way. 
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No. 264. 



Qeo. Robinson. 



Gome, Thou Fount. 



John Wyeth. 
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I I Come.Thou Foant of er'ry Uagsinf.Tane mj heart to sing Thy grace, 1 3 Teach m« sono melodioni Mnnet.) 

*) Strean* •! mer-cy, nev-or ooai*ii>g. Call for aongs of loadeit praite: > ' Sniif hj flam-ing tongnaa i arbova; 

D. C^Praisa the monnt, I'm fixed ap^n it! Moont of Thy redeeming love. C^ 
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1 Come.Thoii Fonnt of ev'iy blMnng|2 
Tone my heart to siiig Thy grace, 
Streams of mercy, never ceasmg, 
Call for flODgs of loudest praise; 
Teach me some melodious somiet, 
Smig by flaming tongoes above; 
Pra^ the moant,rm fixed upon it! 
Mount of Thy redeeming love. 



Here 1*11 rabe my Ebenexer, 
Hither by Thy help I'll come; 
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home: 
Jesos sought me when a stranger. 
Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to rescue me from danger. 
Interposed His precious blood. 



Ob, to grace bow great a debtor 
Daily Fm constrained to be! 
Let Thy goodness, like a fetter, 
^d my wandering heart to Thee; 
Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the God I love; ^, 
Here's my hearty oh, take and seaL 
Seal it for Thy courts above. 



No. 265. I Love Jesus, He's My Savior. 

Qeo. RoMnson. Second Tune. J, J. RousMan. 

Fine CeoRns. i f i i ^sJ — t2J>-C. 
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r bleasing,Tune my heart to sing Thy grao 
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f Come,Thou Fount of ev'ry bleasing,Tunemy heart to sing Thy grace, 1 ) I love Je-8us,HaI-le-hi-jah!'\ 
I Streams of mer^y,never oeasHug Call for sonj^s of loudest praise; i ) I lave Je-eus, yes I 



D. C— I love Je-sus, He's my Savior; Ji 



/do! 



m 
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smilei'and loves me too. 



ff i flfr i T l fTMi l 'ft M niri' ll ' ll 



No. 266. 

CB0BU8. 



The Pountain Stands Open. 

To be used aa a choros to "Come Thou Fount," omitdosr eboma-of aeeond twiek 
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0, the fountain stands o-pen, The founUun stands o - pen, Sin-ne^, come and bathe your wea-ry soul. 
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No. 267. The Cleansing Wave. 

Mrs. Phcebe Palmer. tv-caiwMM. Mrs. Jos. P. Knspp. 
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J 1 6b, now I see the ciim-son wave The fountain deep and wide; I 
* ) Je~ 8U8, my Lord, might*y to save, i Points to His wounded side. 
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I The cleansing stream I seel I seel I phmge, and oh, it deans-eth me; \ *^ w w w 

J yes, deant-eth me.. 



{ 



Oh, praise the Lord, K cleans-eth me, it deans-eth me. 



2 I see the new creation rise, 13 I rise to iralk m heav*n's own light. 4 Amazmg gracel *tis heaven belov 



2 I see the new creation 
I hear the speaking blood: 
It speaksl pohited nature dies— 



r 



light. 

Above the world and sin, [white 
With heart made pure and,garment8 



Amarihg gracel *tis heaven belov 
To feel the Mood applied; 
And Jesus, only Jesus know. 



No, 268. All Hail the Power of Jesus' Name, 



E* PMTOBCt* 




Fird Tmu, 



Janes Ellor. 
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1. AU hail the pow|r of Jenu' namtl IM ufali prortnU faU.Let Migtlf proftnte fall; Briof forth tho royal diadem. 
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And cr own Him, Chma Hia, crown Hiffl,crown Bim; 






rown Him, crown HiiB,crown Him,erown Hini,And ciown Him Lord of alI,ero 



crown mm, crown iiUB,crown llim,erown llim,And crown Him Lord of ail,erown Him,Aad crown Him Lrad of aOl 
And crown Him, Grown Him, crown, i.. Him; 
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And crown Him,erown Him, crown Him, Crown Him; And crown Him Lord of all! 



2 Te chosen seed of Israel's rsce, 3 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
Te ransomed from the faB; On this terrestrial ball. 

Has Him who saves you by His grace, To Him all majesty ascribe. 
And crown Him Lord of all. And crown Him Lord of all. 



4 that with yonder sacred throng 
We at Hu feet may fall, 
We'D join the everiasting song, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 



No. 269. All Hail the Power of Jesus' Name. 



Edward Perronet 



Siwen^ Twu, 



Oliver Hoideit. 



1. A? hafl tile pow'r of Je-^ns' name. Let aa-«els proo-trate fall; Bring fortii the roy-al di - a - dam. 
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And crown Him Lord of all; Bringforth the roy - al di - a -dem.And crown Him 



ji . a- dem. And crown Him Lord of aO. 
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di - a-dem,And 
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Lord 
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No. ,270. 1 Love Thy Kingdom, Lord. 

TbMttayDwKM. . . _ m O. P.Haadel 
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1. 1 lofo Thjkia8doniJiord,Tbe nonae of Thine abode,The Chudioar MsstBedeamer saved WlthBisowapreeiotts Ueod. 

 ii i riiii'iiriiiWf^rf^'|iififfiffir^ i rrif ii 



2 I love Tlqr Cfaareh, Ood; 
Hsr waDs before Thee stand. 
Dear at tin apple of Tblne eye, 
Abd graven on Thy hand. 



3 For her my tean dull fall; 
For her my prayers ascend; 
To her my cares Mid toils be i^ven, 
TSltoOi and cares shall end. 



4 Beyond my highest joy 
I prise her heaven!^ waya, [voin, 
Her sweet conuBiunoii, *o^ft'^ 
Her hymv of lofs aod piiiw* . 



No. 271. I Love To Tell The Story. 

Katherine Hankey . mw n mimmmm or «m. «. rMOHn. wmiaiii Q. Fischer. 
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, Of Je - 



1.1 
2.1 
3. I 
4.1 



love 
love 
love 
love 



to tell the sto- ly Of nn • wen tfainge a-bove, Of Je-ias and Hb ^o-ry 

to tdt tiie sto - ry; More won-der-fnl it leenis Than all the gold - jen fan - cies 

to tell the eto - ry; *Ti8 pleas • ant to re - peat What seems, each time I tell it, 

to teD the sto- ly; For those who know it best Seem hnuhger-nig and thirst-faig 
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3e -^woB and His love. I love to tdl the sto - ly. 

Of all our gold-en dreams. I love to tell the sto-iy. 

More won • der - fol ' ly sweet. I love to tell the sto-ry. 

To hear it like the rest. And when, m scenes of c^o - ry. 
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Be - cause I know 'tis tme; 
It cBd so much for me; 
For seme have nev - er heard 
I smg the new, new' soiig, 
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I > Chosus. ,. 
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It sat - is - fies my long - mgs as noth - mg else would do. 

And that is just the rea-son I tell It now to thee. 

The mes - sage of sal • va - tion From God's own ho-ly word. 

'Twill be the old, old sto - ly That I havelov'dso long. 



I love toteO the 8to*iy, 
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Twin be my theme b {^ - ly. To teO the old, old sto • ly Of Je - sos and His love. 
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No. 272. 



Even Me, Even Me. 



Mn. ESzabeth Codner. 
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Wm. B. Bradbury. 
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1. Lord, I hear of show'rs of bless - ing Then art scattering -full and free; Show'rs, the thirst-y land re- 

2. Pass me not, God, my Fa - ther Sin • fnl tho' my heart may be; Thou mi^^tst leave me, bat the 

3. Pass me not, gra - cioos Sav - ior, Let me live and cling to Thee; I am long-mg for Thy 

4. Love of God, so pore and change-less, Blood of Christ, so rich and free; Grace of God, so strong and 
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ftedi-ing; Let some drops now fall on me; 
rath - er; Let Thy mer - cy light on me; 
fa-vor; Whilst Thon'rt callmg, call me; 
booodless Mag - :i - fy them all in me; 



9 ^ 

E • ven me, e - ven me. Let some drops now fall on me. 

E-venme, e-veome, Let Thy mer -qr light on me. 

E • ven me, e - ven me, Whilst Thon'rt caOmg^O call me. 

E - ven me, e - ven me, Mag -. ni - ty them all in me. 
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No. 273. Guide Me, Thou Great Jehovah. 



WilHan Wmian*. 



FinlTmme. 



ThomM Hastivss. 




WW ■■■■■■»» rvrwi J ma*. /f\ chwhmiv ■■av.siqBv* 
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. f tSvide me, Thoo gnat Je-bo-vah, Vi^pm tiiro' tUs bar>m land; \ 

^' 1 1 am weak, but Thoa art migkty,Keep me with Thy pow'Mnl hand; j Bread oChea?eii, Feed me till I 

. r O - iwn now the ciye-til fomitaiiit Whence the healhig wa-tera flow; i 

^' 1 Let the fiery, dond-y pQ - lar, Lead me all my ioaney through: ) Strong DeliTerer.BeThonatfll my 



JwP f i ffFf i ^ff'N ni' tif , i r[i rfr i '# 



i^ 1 ^ ■"■ J i j j j: ju^^ 



want no more: Bread of hearen, Feed me tin I want no more, 
strength and ahield; Strong DeGTerer,Be Thoa itill my strength and shieU. 
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3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anzioiis fears subside; 
Bear me thro' the swelling coRent, 
Land me safe on Canaan's i 
Songs of praises 
I wiU e?er give to Thee. 



No. 274. Good News. 

FirtH or Steoni Tuum, 

1 On the moontain'B top appearing, 

Lo! the aacied heridd stands. 
Welcome news to Zion bearing, 
^n, long m hostile lands: 

Monming captive! 
God Umadf shall loose thy bands. 

2 Has thy iu|^t been long and mounfolT 

Have thy friends nnfaithfol proved? 
Have tiiy foes been prond and scomfol, 
By thy ^hs and tears nnmoved? 

Cease tiiy monming; 
Zion stiU is weD beloved. 

3 God, thy God, win now restore thee; 

He himself appears thy Friend; 
Att thy foes shan flee before thee; 
Here their boasts and trinmphs end: 

Great deliveranee- 
Zioa's fiag vrin sorely send. 



No. 275. Hallelujah! 

Fir A 9T Stand Twm, 

1 Thoa God of my salvation, 

My Redeemer from sJl sin; 
Moved by Thy divhie compassion, 
Who hast died my heart to win, 

I win praise Thee; 
Where shan I Thy praise begin? 

2 Though miseen, I love the Savior; 

He hath brought salvation near; 
Ifanifests His pardoning favor; 
And when Jesos doth appear. 

Soul and body 
ShaU His glorious image bear. 



WhSe the angel chous are ci^nng, 
'*GIoiytotiiegreatIAM," 
I with them wlU stiU be vying— 
Glory! glory to the Lamb! ^^ 

how precious 
Is the sound of Jesus' name! 



«< 



No. 276. 



Thomas KcUy. 



Hark! Ten Thousand. 

StMnd Tun*, 




, f Hark! ten-thousand harps and voices Sound the note of prtise above; 1 See, fi 
' I Je - sus reigns, and heav'n rejoicee, Je - sus reigns, the God of love, I <Bm. h. siu 
D.C.-Hal-le-lu-jah,Hal-le-lu-jahIHal-le-lu-jah. A — 



See, He sits on yonder throne, 

on 70B»dw ibioM. 



* men. 
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Jesos rules the worid alone; 
J»««t ralM Iha wodd ••loaa; 
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2 Jesus, haO! whose glory brig^itens. 
An above, and givee it worth; 
Lord of life. Thy smfle enlightens. 
Cheers and charms Thy saints on 
earth; 
When we tfamk of love like Thhie, 
Loid, we own it love divioe: 
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3 Kmg of s^ory, rngn forever; . 
inune an everiuting crown; 
Nothing from Thy k>ve shafl sever 
Those iHiom Thou hast made 
Thine own; 
Happy objects of Thy grace. 
Destined to behold 1^ faea. 



No; 277. 

Samuel Medley. 



Loving Kindness. 



Anoo. 




1. A-wake my muI m joy^fnl Uyi And iing my grett Redeem«r't pniM, He justly dafani a song from me,* 

2. He saw me ra - ined in tiie fall, Tet loTod me not-with-etand-ing all; He saTod me from my lost estate,, 

3. Tho'nuBeroiis boats of mighty foes,Tho' earth andbell my wayop-poee. He safely leads my sonTa-long, 

4. WhentroiAle^ike a g^my dond,HasgathecedthickaiidthoiidBcedloiidj He near my soolhas ahrays stood* 
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His loT-ing kiodnen, Oh,how free! LoTuig Wndness, toving kindnieas, His loving kindness, oh, how free! 
His loT-mg kindness, oh,how greatl Loving kbdness, loving kind-ness. His loving kindness, oh,how greatl 
His loT-ing kindness, oh,howstiiongI Lovmg kindness, lovSag kindHidss, His k>ving kindness,oh,how strongi 
His loT-fflg kindness, oh,how goodl Loving kiwlness, lovmg kind-ness, EUs loving kindness, oh, how^odl 
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No. 278., When I Survey the Wondrous Gross. 



laaae Watte. 



Stt t nd Twu* 



pi ^ u \ <i'Mii amiMiW 



Itfuc Baker Woodtury. 
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1. Wbealsoi^vey the won<bN>ascrosa On which the Prince of glo - ly died. My rich-est gain I 

2. For-bid it, Loid,that I shonldboast. Save m the death of Christ, my Crod: AU the vam tUngs that 
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comit Mt loss, And poor con - tempt oa aB my prids. 
chann me most, I sae • rt- lice 4wm to Wm blood.' 



I 

3 See, from Hid head.His hands. His !eet» 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down: 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet. 
Or thorns compose so rich a crownf 

4 Were the whole realm of natnre mine. 
That were a present far too small; 
Love so amaimg, so divme. 
Demands my aoni, my life, my aDj, 



No. 279. 

l*Me Watte. 



«lesus Shall Rei^n. 



mrd INmi. 
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John Hatton. 
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1. Je • SOS shaO rsign where'er the on Does His sae-ces-stve joor-neys mn; His kingdom spread 

2. From north to soath the priqe-es meet, To pay their bom-age. at His feet: While western em -pires 
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shore, TDI moons shall wax and wane no more. 
Lord, And sav-age tiibse at-tend His word. 
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3 To Hbn shall endless prayer be made. 
And eadbss praises crown His bead; 
His aaam like sweet perfnme abaU dse 
With I 



4 People andreafans of every toaga» 
DweB on His love with sweetest soag» 
And infant voices shaD proclaim 



No. 280. 

luac Watts. 



Am I a Soldier? 



Fird Ttau. 



Thos« A. Ame. 




2 Most I be carried to the ikiei 
On floweiy beds of ease, [prise, 
While others fought to tria the 
And sailed thro' bloody seas? 

No. 281. 

John Newton. 

4 



3 Are there no foes for me to face? 
Most I not stem the flood? 
Is this tQo world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God? 



4 Since I most fight if I woold rmgn. 
Increase my coorage, Lord; 
1*11 bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Siq>ported by Thy word. 




Amazing Grace. 

Seeomd Tune. 
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« AQazinK gracel how sweet the aonnd. That sared a wretch like mel I ones was loi 



Arr. by B. O. Excell. 




L Amazing gracel how sweet the aonnd. That sared a wretch like mel I onoe was iost,lmt now an fiSM» Wm 
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2 'Twas grace that taoght my heart 
Andgracemyfears relieved; [to fear 
How precious did that grace appear 
The hour I first belieredl 



3 Thro' many dangers, toito and 
I have abeady come; [snares, 
'Tis grace hath bro't me safe thus 
And grace willlead me home, [far, 



4 When we've been there tent boor 
Bright diinmg as the sun, [sand yean 
We've no less days to sfaig Gkid's 
Than \riien we first begun, [praiaa 



No. 282. The Thought of Thee. 

..Edward Caswall, Tr. Third IVm. 3ohn B. Dykes. 
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1. Jesas,the very thot orfhee With sweetness (Ills my breast;Bat sweeter far Thy faee to see And inxhy preeence rest. 
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2 No voice can sing, no heart can 
Nor can the mem'ry find [frame, 
A sweeter sound than Thy blest 
O Savior of man-kind! [name. 



3 Hope of every contrite hearti 
joy of all the meek! 
To those who fall, how kind Thou 
How good to those who seek I [arti 



1 But what to those who find? ah! this 
No tongue or pen can show; 
The love of Jesus, what it is 
None but His loved ones know. 



No.' 283. Must Jesus Bear the Gross Alone? 



Tho5. Shepherd. 



Fourth Tuiu. 



Oeo. N. Allen. 



1. Most Jesus bear the cross alone, And aJl the world go f ree?No,there*B a cross for ev'ry one And there's a cross for me . 



2 How happy are the samts above, 
Who once went sorrowing here! 
But now they taste unmmgled lave, 
And joy without a tear. 



No. 284. 
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3 The consecrated cross I'll bear. 
Till death shall set me free; 
And then go home my crown to wear, 
For there's a crown for me. 

Remember Me. 

P^h Tune, 



^ 



4 Upon the crystal pavement, down. 
At Jesus pierced feet, 
Joyful, I'll cast my golden crown 
And His dear name repeat. 
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I. Must Jesos bear the cross alone. And all the world go free? No, there's a cross for ev'ry one. And there's across (or me. 
Cho. Help me. dear Ssvior.Thee to ovn.And ever faithfal be; And when Tliou sittest on Thy throne,0 Lord, remember me. 
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No. 285; 

Koowles Shaw. 




Brin^in^ in the 6heaves. 

r^ 



Qeoree A. Minor. 
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l^ ( Sowing in the motmng,sowing seeds of Undness^Sowing in the noontide and the dewy eres; 1 

I Wait-ing for the harvest,aad the time of reaping, We shall j come re-joic-ing 
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bringing in the 8heaYe83ringing in the sheaTes,Bringing in the sheaves^ We shall come rejoidng.bring^ in the Amn, 

D.S. — Second time, 

A-JLt 
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2 Sowing in the sonshine, sowmg in the shadows, 
Fearing neither clonds nor winter's chilling breeze; 
By and by the harvest and the labor ended, 
We shall come rejoicing, brii^ing m the sheaves. 



3 Go tiien, ever weqiing, sowing for tiie Master, 
Thongh the loss sostt^oed onr spirit of teb grieves; 
When onr weeping's over, He will bid ns welcome. 
We shall come rejoicmg, bringing in the sheaves. 



No. 286. Savior, Like a Shepherd. 

Dorotby A. Thrupp. _ William B. Bradbury. 
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« f Sav - ior, like a shep-herd lead ns. Much we need Thy tend'rest care: i 

\In Thy pleas-ant past-mns feed ns, Fcnt onr nse^Thy folds pre -pare: .j Bless - ed Je- 

T :±^J -fL -fL ±, -^ 
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Bless-ed Je-sos, Thoa hast bought os. Thine we are; Je-sos, Thon hast bought as. Thine we are. 
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2 WfranTldne;doT1toiibefriendaB, 
Be the Goaidian of our way; 
Keep lliy flock; from sin defend as. 
Seek as when we go astray: 

Blessed Jesos, 
Hear, oh, hear as when we pray. 



1 
3 Thoa hast promised to receive as. 
Poor and sinfol thongh we He, 
Thoa hast mercy to reUsve as, 
Grace to cleanse, and pow'r to free 

Blessed Jesos, 
We win eaity tarn to Thee. 



X 



4 Eaily let as seek Thy favor, 
Bariy let as do Thy will; 
Blessed Lord and only Savior, 
With Thy love onr bosoms fill: 

Blened Jesos, 
.Thoo hast loved as, loye as still. 



No. 287. Work, for the Ni^ht Is Gomiii$. 



L. rUtfon. 



Amue L. wancer. ^^ j — 2 Fine *-. iw^on. 

frJj'./JJ l i'|i l , i j' i y i | l>' l , i |M l ^ i ^ ^ 



( Work lor the nlgbt is oom-ing. Work thro' the morning hoars; 

^' I Work whOe the dew is sparkfing, Work 'mid springing flow^rs^Work when the day grow» 

D.C— Workforthenighi^iscomingt ....•••• When man's work is done. 



w^^ 




brighter. Work in^tlw glowfaig son. 



^^ 
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2 Work, fertile night is coming, 
- Work through the sonaynoon; 
Fin brightest hours with labor. 

Best comes sure and soon. 
Give every flying minntej 

Sometldng to keep in store; 



i 




3 Work, for the night is commg. 

Under the sonset sky; 
While the bright tints are glowing, 

Work, for daylight flies. 
Work tin tiie last beam f adeth, j 

Fadeth to shme no' more, I 



No. 288. 

B. 5chmolke. 



My Jesus, as Thou Wilt. 



Weber. 



P 



@ 



ri i ! h 



s 



TT^IJJ';^JlJ j jfl^ | T^I 



^^ 



* 



s 



^ 



r 



1. My Je-fios, as Thou wOtI Oh, may Thy will be mine; In • to Thy hand of lore I would my all re- • ago; 

2. My Je-sns, as Thon wilt! Tho'seen thro'many a tear,Let not my star of hope Grow dim or dis-ap-pe«r; 

3. My Je-sus, as Thou wiltl All shall be well for roe; Each changing fn-ture scene I glad-ly trust with Thee; 




Thro* sor- row, or thro' joy,CoDdact me as Thine own, And help me still to say,"My Lord,Thy will be done.'* 
Since Thou on earth hast wept, And sorrowed oft alone,n I must weep with Thee,"My Lord,Thy wiD be done." 
Straight to my home a-bove I trav - d cabn-ly on. And sing, in |Ue or deatii, "My Lord,Thy will be done." 
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No.( 289, 

J. tl. Newman. 



Lead, Kindly Li^ht. 



John B. Dykes. 




^ te^j^^^lgffl jrjhh ff j^i^it^ 



1. Lead, kindly Light,amid th'encircling gloom Lead Thou me on;The night is dark,and I am far from home; 

2. I was net ever tbu8,nor prayed that Thou Shouldst lead me on;I loved to choose and see my path;bat now 

3. So loDgThypow'rhath blest me,sureit still wQl lead me on O'er moor and fen,o'er crag and torrent,till 
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Lead Thou me on: Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see The distant scene,— one step enou^ for me. 
Lead Thou me on; I loved the gaiish day,attd,^ite of fears,Pride ruled my will:Remember not past years. 
The night u gone;And with the mom those ai^-faces smUe, Which I have loved long since,and tost awhile. 

' ■0 .  i7J n. .  a.j 
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No. 290. Break Thou the Bread of Life. 



Mary Ann Lathbary. 

L 



William F. Sherwln. 



1. Break l%ou the bread of life. Dear Lord, to me. 
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■^ 



1. Break Thou the bread of life, Dear Lord, to me, 

2. Bless Thou the truth, dear Lord, To me, to me, 

3. Teach me to five, dear Lord, On - ly for Thee, 



fci>- ag 1 C I V" "P "p |( g ' f C 

' Ha I r I l i I r li--r-^ 



As Thou didst break the loaves Be-side tiie sea. 
As Thou didst bless the bread By Gal -i *lee; 
As Thy ^ • d • pies lived In Gal - i • be; 
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Lord: Mv 



Be - yond the sa - cred page I seek Thee, Lord; 
Then shaU all bon-dage cease, AD fet-ters fall. 
Then, all my strug-gles o'er. Then, vic-t'ry won. 



My spir • it pants for Thee, Lilt - mgWordt 
And I shall find my peace, My All h AO. 
I shall be-hold Thee, Lord,The Liv - hg One. 
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No. 291. ilesus,Lover of My 6oul. 

Gharies W«fl«y. 




Pira Tune, 



J.J MJ .jJ. J I J ji frU-'^i'-TO ~ j^ 



J. P. Ntolbrook. 




1. Je - aos, Lov • er of my sou. Lot me to Thy bo - som fly, WhBe the near - or wt-ten 

2. 0th - er ref • age have I none; Hangs my helplos soul on Thee; Leave, oh, leare me not a- 

3. tlion, Christ, art all I want; More than all m Thee I find; Raise the fal - len, cheer the 

4. Plenteous grace irith Thee bfonnd, Grace to cov-er all my sin; Let the heal • ing streams a* 




roll, WhQe the tem - pest still is high, 

tone. Still sup • port aadcom-fort me. 

famt. Heal the sick, and lead the bfind. 

bomd; Make and keep me pore with-in. 

8 



ior hide. 



m^ r'ftpTl^ 



Hide me, 0, my 
AH my trust on Thee is stayed. 
Just ud ho • ly is Thy name, 
Thon of life the fonnt-ain art, 

* 
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I am 

Free-ljj 
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storm of life is past; Safe in - to the ha-ven guide, 

help from Thee I bring; Gov - er my de - fense - less head 

an ai-r^(htFeous-ness; Vile and full of sin I am, 

let me take of Thee; Spring Thou up with • in my heart. 



O re-ceire my soul at lastl 
With the shad - ow of Thy wing. 
Thon are full of truth and grace. 
Bise to all e-ter-ni-ty. 
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No. 292. Uesu$« Lover of My Soul. 
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I { Jt-mi, httt'^t odnjKNiI, Latnuto Thy bo-wm fly, t 
I White the iwuer wittn roll. While dw ttmpMt still it high. ( 
I. C— 8ii* hi-to th* hi^a guide, n^dre my mdI et Uitt 



JHide me, 0, my 8«T-ior hide,! 
TiUtheetonnol lieit put;/ 
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No. 293. 

Thomas Moore. 

t 



Gome, Ye Disconsolate. 



1. Come, ye ais-con • so • late, wfaer^er von Ian - guish: Come to tli 



SaniielWebbe. 
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W 



1. Come, ye ais-con • so • late, wfaer^er yon Ian - guish; Come to the meir • cy seat, fer-vent^y kned; 

2. Joy of the com - fort-leas, light of the stray - mg, Hope of the pen • i - tent, fade-less and pure; 

3. Here sse the Bread of Life, see wafers flow - mg Forth from the throne of God, pure from a-bove; 
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B tolly 



Here bring your wounded hearts here toll your anguish; Earth has no sor-row that heav*n can-not heal. 

Hers speaks the Com-fort^r, ten - der • ly say • ing, "Earth has no sor-row that heav'n can-nof cnie,f' 

Come to the feast of tore, come, ev • er know • ing Earth has no sor-row but heav'n can re^nove. 
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No. 294. Glory to Mis Name. 

Rev. e. A. HoNman. Rev. J. H. Stocfctoe. 



mam :: J i j J i i Ti^ ^M U^^ 

^ f Down at the cross where my Savior diedTDown where for cleansing from nn I cried, \ * 

' I There to my heart was the blood applied; / Glory to His name. 



2/1 am so won-drons-Iy saved from sin, Je • sos so sweet - ly a-Udes with-ui, \ 
' \ There at the cross where He took me in; / 

D.C.— There to my heart was the blood applied, . 



Glory to His name. 

Gloiy to HiiB name. 
Glory to His name. 
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Chorus. 

\\\> I r i- 



1^ N  I ^»oiy wi nis name. 
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D.C. 
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Glo • ry to His name, Glo-ryto His name 
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3 Oh, predons fountain tiiat saves fronl sin, 
I am so glad I have entered m; 

There Jesos saves me and keeps me clean; 
Glory to His name. . ^^ 

4 Come to this fonntam so rich and sweet; 
Cast th|^ poor soul at tiie Savior^s feet; 
Phoge m to-day, and be made complete; 

Gloiy to His name. 



No. 295. . 

Wm. McDonald. 



Under the Gross. 
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COmWIHT, IM9. BY 1. O. CXOIU 
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E. O. Excell. 
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I / I am com-ing to the cross; I am poor, and weak and bbnd;' 
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am conntmg ail but dross; I shall 
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Under the croM I lay my sins, Under the cross, my cry; cross I'D die. 

-0-*- 



^ii'>T»f i ff [,i^ f:| ^^^^ 



2 Long mylieart has oghed for Thee 
Leng has evil reign*d within; ^ 
Jesus sweetly speaks to me, 
"I will cleanse yon from all sin." 

3 Here I give my all to Thee, 
Friends,and time,and earthly store, 
Sonl and body Thine to be. 
Wholly Thme forevermore. 



No. 296. 



Blessed Be the Name. 



Charles Wesley* Alt. 



Har. by J. M. Hunt. 

rstr r-2-: 1 
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2 f for a tiion-sand tongues to nng, Bless-ed be the-name of the Lordl 

* ( The glo-ries of my G^ and IQngI Kess-ed be the name 

2 fJe-sosIthe name that charms oar fears, Bless-ed be the name of the Lordl 

* I *Tis ma • sic in die sin • ner's ears, Bless-ed be the n^e 
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(of the Lordl 
fof the L04II 
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Bhaa^d be the oune, bln»«l be tin nune, Ble«-ed be the ume el the LerdI 

J. 



of the Lordl 
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3 He breaks the pow*r of canceled sin. Blessed be etc, 1 4 I never shaO forget that day, Blessed be etc. 



No. 297. 

M* M* W. 



Holy Spirit, faithful Guide. 



0J f\i M^'m* i \ i l \ fiH^ 

1. Ho - ly Spir - it, faith • fol Gtiide, Ev<«r near the Chria-tian's ride, Gen • tl] 



M* M* WidiA* 
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faith • fol Guide, Ev^er near the Chria-tian's ride. Gen • tly lead os by the hand, 

2. Ev-er pres-ent, tni - est Friend, Ev-er near Thine aid to lend, Leave uk not to doubt and fear, 

3. When oar days of toO diall cease. Waiting still for sweet re-leaw, Nothing left bat heaven and piayV, 



m?=P(M^ 



i 



frfi^^inrnr ^^ 
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D.C.— Whisper soft-ly, "Wanderer, come, Follow me, I'll gaide thee home. 
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Pil-grims in a des • ert land; Wea - ry soals for - e'er re-joice, While they hear that sweetest voice, 

Grop-ing on in dark-ness drear; When the storms are rag-mg sore. Hearts grow fauit,and hopes give o'er, 

Wondering if our names are there; Wad- ing deep the dis - mal flood, Flead-ing nao^t bat Je.- sos blood; 
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No. 298. 

A. Reed. 



Holy Ghost, with Love Divine. 

OotUclMlk. 



tr -^ I*- *i> =^ ^^ >- *^ r Cleanse this guUt 



with pow'r divine, 
guilty heart of nune, 
1. Ho • iy Ghost, with light divme. Shine up-on this heart' of mine; Long hath sin wi&out control, 
j*^ j[ JT^ Held dommion o'er my sool. 

S^^^t"^=ij£:^gzz:i:4:— "i^ i — hj^-t- j — ^§-= 1^3 Holy Ghost, with joy divme, 

^^ n r^ ^^ — I — Cheer this saddened heart of mme; 

^j I J [ Bid my many woes depart, 

I "^ <j I g J I J n*| ) Heal my wounded, bleeding heart. 

"^ 4 Holy Spirit, all divine. 



^^ 
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Chase the shades of night a • way. Turn my dark-ness m - to day. D^ell within this heart of mme; 
.J. .^ jj ^^ J Cast down ev'ry idol throne, 

J r 1 1^ ll^^ l A Ct?" I i f fli^ m Rcip* supreme— and reign alone. 
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No. 299. 

Reginald Heber. 



Holy, Holy, Holy. 
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John B. Dykes. 
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1. Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho • ly. Lord God Al-might-yl Ear - Iy in the mom-ing our song shall rise to Thee; 

2. Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho - ly, all the saints adore Thee.Castuig down their golden crowns around the glassy sea; 

3. Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho - ly, tho' the darkness hide Thee,Tho' tiie eye of sin-ful man Thy glory may not see; 



4. Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho - ly. Lord God Ahnigh^I All Thy works shall praise Thy name,in earth.and sky,and sea; 



Si ^^ 



10 - ly^ Lord God Almighm A 
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Ho • ly, ho - ly, ho~- ly,~ mer - ci • ful and might - y, God in Three Persons, bless-ed Trin - i • tyl 
Cher-u-bim and sera - phim fall - ing down be - fore Thee, Which wert and art,and ev-er^more riialt be. 
On * ly Thou arl ho - ly, there is none be • ride Thee, Per-fect in pow-er, in love, and pa • ri • Qr. 
Ho - ly, ho • ly, bo • ly, mer - ci • ful and might - y, God m Three Persons, bless-ed Trin • i - ty. 
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No. 300. 



What a Friend. 
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H. Boiwr. 
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C. C. Convene. 
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1. What a Friend ve have in Je • cua, 



^. 



^- A-t^ t g l y:» 
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AJl onr nns and griefs to bear! What a priv-Mege to car - ry 

D. S.— AH be-cause we do not car - ly 
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Ct • 'ry thing to God in prayer! what peace we oft - ad for - feit, what need-len pain we bear, 
Ev • 'ry thing to God in prayer. 
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What a Friend we have in Jesns, 
All onr sins and griefs to bear! 
What a privilege to carry 
Every thing to God in prayer! 
what peace we often forfeit, 
what needless pain we bear, 
All because we do not carry. 
Every thing to God in prayer! 



Have we triab and temptations? 
Is there trouble anywbere? 
We should never be discouraged. 
Take it to the Lord m prayer. 
Can we find a friend so faithful. 
Who will all our sorrows share? 
Jesus knows onr every weakness. 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 



Ara we weak and heavy laden. 
Cumbered with a load of care?— 
Precious Savior, stiU our refuge, -» 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 
Do thy friends despiie;f orsake tbeef 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 
In His arms He*U take and shield 
Thou wilt find a solace there. [thee» 



No. 301. Tor a Tliousand Ton$ue& 

Arr. by Lowell Mason. 
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fora thousand t<Higiie8, to sing My great Redeemer's praise; 
2. My cracioasMa»>terandmyGod,As-rist me to proclaim, 

I, ... ...i., ..n« J 



wiif' i fff'Mi'fr nrrrriM 
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The c^ - ries of my God and Kmg, The trinmpha of His grace! 
To q>n«i «br.> .n tb. «rtk ..bnMd.Ili. h«H». .i Tlv »«»». 
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I the name that ehannt onr 
fears, 
That bids onr sorrom oeaae; 
Tb mnsic in the sumer'i etn, 
Tis life, and health, and peaoer 



4 He bnaki the power of caacfllod 
He sets the prisoner free; [n, 
Uood can make the foideit 
dean, 
His Uood ayailed for me. 



5 He speaks, and liitsning to 
voice. 

New life the dead ieoeh«; 
The monnfnlfbrokeo hearts njoice 
The hnmble poor befiere. 



No. 302. 



Gome to Jesus. 



Unknown. 
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Arr. by B. O. B. 
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I. Come to Je-fiis, come to Jesus, Come to Jesos just now; Just now come to Jesos, Conje to Jesns jost now. 
2.He win save yon,He will save you,He will save yon just now; Just now He will save yott,He will save yon jost now. 



mm f rt i f r Cl i f f f iH i F f t if f ^totfm 



3 He is able. 

4 He la wDBng. 

6 CaUoponHlD. 



6 He win hear yon. 

7 He'U forgive yon. 

8 He win cleanse yon. 



9 He'n renew yon. 

10 Jesos loves yon. 

11 Only tmit Him. 



No. 303. 

James Nicholson. 
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Ufhiter Than Snow. 



Win. O. Rtcher. 



i 



^ i i j ij j j i ;;u 4i a i 



^^ 



'— r 



1. { ^"^ "^VTr I *'''* ^ !* peMecMy whole; I g^ ^^^ ^., j . ^ ^^ ^^ ^^,, j 
i I want Thee for - ev - er to hve m ray tool; I ^ ' ' 

2.|i!;?it^'*°?"T'™°'^^?r"'"^*i^^ I gi^e npiny^»lf.aiidwhat^-er I know; 
I And help me to make a com-plete sac-n - fioe; )»*'•'* * 
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^9 m 9 — 2^ 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. Whiter than anow,ye8,whiter than snow; Now wash fne,aiid 
D. S.— I shall be whiter than'snow. 
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3 Lord Jssns, for this I most humbly entreat, 
I wait, Messed Lord, at Thy cracifled feet, 
^y faftb, for my cleansmg, I see Thy blood flow, 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 



4 Lord Jesos, Thou seest I patiently wait; 

Come now, and within me a new heart create; 
To those who have sought Thee,Thoa never said'st no; 

Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 



No. 304. 

p. A. S. 

4. 



Make Me White as Snow. 

Frank A. Slnipklns» 
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J f Lead me, my Sav-ior, lead me, To the foontain's crystal flow; I ' o B*k«. 

1 Wash me, my Savior, wash moj ( Make. . . .me white 

D.8.— Wash me, my Sav-ior, wash me, 



Make. 



as BOW. 
.me white as I 
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Whit 
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er than the snow, Whit - - - er than the snow. 
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2 Guide me,0 my Savior, guide me. 
For I know not where to go; 
Gtide me to the crystal fountain. 
Make me white as snow. 



3 Teach me,0 my Savior, teach me, 
More Thy. love to others show; 
Teach me how to better serve Thee 
Make me white as snow. 



4 Keep me, my Savior, keep me, 
From temptation hers below; 
Keep me, my Savior, keep ms. 
Keep me white as snow. 



No. 305. 

Unknown. 



The Old Time Religion. 
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B. O. E. Arr. 
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CHO^'Tit the old tine re-liff-ion, Tis the old time re-UHon/Tit the old time re-Ur-ion. And it'i good eboufb for ne. ^ 
1. It was good for our mother8.It wu good for our motbertjt was good for oar iriotbers,Aiid it's good enoof h for ta». -, 

^10 * \ m m. » i -9 9'f Mi0 ^ i0 0^0 
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2 Makes me love everybody. 

3 It has saved our fathers. . 

4 It was good for the Prophet Daniel. 



M-^ 
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6 It was tried in the fiery furnace. 

7 It was good for Paul and ^as. 

8 It win do when I am dymg. 



No. 306. Day of Rest and Gladness. 

Wordsworth. Pint Tuu. Lowofl Msmw. 
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• ( day of rest and gUd-neaa, day of iot and liglit, ) 

'*'* 1 bam of care and sad-neflB, Moat beao-ti-tal, moat bright, i On tiiee» Che hig^ lod loiv4y. 
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Thro' a - ges ]oin*d m tone, Qing "Ho • ly, bo - ly, ho- • ly,'* To the great God Tri-one. 
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To<lay on weary nationa 
The heaTenly manna f alb; 
To holy convocationa 
The aflver tnunpet calls. 
Where goepd light ia glowing 
With pore and radiant beama. 
And Hving water flowing 
With soid-rrfreshing streams. 



2 On thee, at the creation, 
The light first had its birth; 
On thee, for our salvation, 
Christ rose from depths of earth 
On thee, our Lord, victorioos, 
The I^Mrit smt from heaven; 
And thus on thee, most glorious, 
A triple light was given. 



4 New graces ever gauung 
From thia onr day of rest,. 
We reach the rest remaining 
To spirits of the blest; 
To Holy Ghost be praJssi. 
To Father, and to Son; 
The church her voice iqmtet 
To thee, blest Three hi One. 



No. 307. In Heavenly Love Abiding. 



In heavenly love aUding, 
No change my heart shall fear; 
And safe is such confiding. 
For nothmg changes here. 
The storm may roar without me, 
My heart may low be laid. 
But God is round about me, 
And can I be dismayed? 



Firtl w Second Tune. 
2 Wherever He may guide me. 
No want shiUl turn me back; 
My Shepherd ia beside me^ 
And nothmg can I lack. 
His wisdom ever waketh. 
His light is never dim. 
He knows the way He taketh, 
And I wiU walk with Hun. 



3 Green pastures are before me. 
Which yet I have not seen; 
Bright skies will soon be o'er mo, 
WlMre darkest clouds have beeo« 
My hope 4 cannot measure, 
My piUh to life is free, 
My Savior has my treasure^ 
And He wiU walk with jne. 



No. 308. Prom Greenland's Icy Mountains. 

R. Hcber. SmmuI Turn. Lowell Maioa. 

j^ 1-2 f-2 
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I r From Greenland*' icy mountain. From India's coral strand 

^' \ Where Afric's sun-ny fount-ams (OmiL) RoD down their golden sand; From many 
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ancient river, From many a pafan-y phun. They call nsto de-fiv-er Their land from error's chun. 
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2 What tho* the spicy breezes. 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle; 
Tho' every prospect pleases. 
And only man is vile? 
In vain with laviA kindness 
The gifts of God are strown. 
The heathen in his blindness. 
Bow down to wood and stone. 



ShaU we, whose sonbare lighted 
With wisdom from on ln|^ 
Shall we to men benighted 
The lamp of life deny? 
SalvationI salvation! 
The joyful sound prodaun, 
'Bn earth's remotest nation 
Has learned Messiah's name. 



4 Waft, waft, ye winds. His atoi^ 
And you, ye waters, roll. 
Tin, tike a sea of glory. 
It spreads from p^e to p<de: 
Tin o'er our ransomed natura 
The Lamb for sbmers slab, - 
Redeemer, Kng, Creator, 

In blim rAtnmH to rtnmt. 



No. 309. 

Rndyard Klpliiic. 



Lest We Tor^et: 



Isaac B. Woodbury. 
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2 ( God of our fa-then knowa of ' old, Lord of our far flan^ bat - tie line, 

* \ Beneath ^diose aw-fol hand we hold Do - mm - ion o • vr palm and pine; 
2 (Theto-molt and * the shont-ing dies, The cap-tains and tiie kings de - part; 

* i Stin stands Thine ancient sac - ri - fice An hmn - ble and a con-trite heart; 
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Hosts, be with as yet. Lest we fbr-get, lest we for - get. 
Hosts, be with fas ' yet, Lest we for-get, lest we for^get. 






p t II 



3 Far caDed onr navies melt away. 

On done and headland rinks the fire. 

To all onr pomp of yesterday; 

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre; 

Judge of the nations spare ns yet. 

Lest we f oiget, lest we f Mget. 



No. 310. 



Faith of Our Fathers. 



1 Faith of onr fathers! living still 
In spite of dungeon, fire and 

swerd: [joy 

Bow onr hearts beat Ujg^ with 
Whene'er we hear that f^oiions word 
Faith of onr fathers! holy faithj 
We win be trae to Thee till death! 

No. 311. 

5. P. Smith.. 



nuMotove. 

Onr fatiiers chamed inprisonadark, 
Were still m heart and conscience 

free; [fate, 

How sweet would be their children's 
If tbBy,like them.conld diefor Thee! 
Faith of our fathers! holy faith! 
We will be true to Thee tin death! 

America. 

Hm National S<mff of AiiMrlea. 



Faitii of onr fathers! we iriH love 
Both friend, and foe in aQ our 

strife: [how^ 

And preach Thee,too, as love knows 
By Idndly words and virtuous life: 
Faith of our fatheis! holy faith! 
We wOl be true to Thee till deatiil 



Eogilsli. 



Pjij i j, j'i i j p^m 



^ 



of thee, Sweet land of lib - er - ty, Of thee I 
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1. My coun-tiy! 'tis of thee. Sweet land of lib • er - ty, Of thee I sing; 

2. My na - tive comi - tiy thee. Land of the no • Ue, free, Thy name I love; 

3. Let mu -sic swell the breeze. And ring from all the trees Sweet freedom's sotag; 

4. Our fa«ther'8 God! to Thee, Au-thor of fib • er • ty. To Thee we sing; 



Land where my 
I love thy 
Let mpr - tal 
Long may our 
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fa - thers died, Land of tiie pD-grim's pride. From ev • 'ry mount-ain side, Let free - dom rfaig! 



fa - thers died, Land of tiie pD-grim's pride. From ev • 'ry mount-ain side, Let free - dom ring! 
rocks and rills. Thy woods and tem-pled hills, My heart witii rap - ture thrills Like that a • bove. 
tongues awake,Let all that breathe par-take. Let rocks their a - lence break, The sound pro- long, 
land be bright With free-dom's ho - ly light. Pro - tect us by Thy might. Great God, our Kmg! 
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No. 312. 



God Save the Ktn$. 



1 God save onr gracious Kbg,^ 
Long live our noUe 13ng, 

God save the Kmg; 
Send hun victorious, 
BMfipy and glorious. 
Long to reign over us. 



ThsNatkoal Soof of Britain. 
2 Thro' every changing scene, 
Lord, preserve our Kmg, 

Long may he reign; 
His heart inspire and move 
With wisdom from above. 
And in a nation's love 



3 Thy choicest gifts m store. 
On him be pleased to pour. 

Long may he reign; 
May he defend our laws, 
And ever pve us cause, 
To smg with heart and voice» 



No. 313. 



D. W.C. IhmtliittM. 



The Home Over There. 

T. e. 6»KANc, ownni or oorviimm 



TulUas C. O'Kaiie. 
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1. O think ol th» home o-rer thero^ By the nde of the 



riv-er of fif^ Whentheaamti,anmi> 

2. think of thefriendeo-Te|then, Whobe-foiew the iouiiBy have trod. Of the aoogB that they 

3. My S«T-ior is now o-ver there, There my kindredi and friende an at rest, ^Then a - way from my 

4. I'D eoon be at home o-ver there, For the end of my joomey I lee; Ma - ny dew to my 
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mor-tal and fair, Are robed in thmr garment! of white. O-ver there, o-ver there, think of tiie 
breathe on the air, In tiieir home in the palace of God. think of the 

8or • row and care. Let me fly to the laiid of the Meet. My Sav-ior is 

heart, o*- ver tiiere. Are watcfamg and waiting for me.over there. Over there, over there,rn soon be at 
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home over there, 
frkods over there, 
now OTer there, 
home over there jDTtr umn. 



0-ver there. 



o-ver there, o-w there, thmk of the home o^ver there. 

thmk of tiw Mends o^ver there. 
MySav-ior is now o-ver there, 
Overthere.^ I'D soon be at home o-ver there* 
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No. 314. On Jordan's Stormy Banks. 

Rev. Samuel Stennett 
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T. 0. O'KAHI. OWMR OP OOmMHT. 
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I tOn Jor • dan's storm-y banks I stand. And cast a wWi-fol eye, 
'^* ( To Ca - naan's fair and hap - py land. Where 

fl it ! ti t 
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} my pot- see -done Be. 
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We win rest in the fair and hsp-py land, Jnstt-crois on the ev -er- green sooce,. 
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CBng tiie song of Mos - es and the Lamb, by and by. And dwdl with Je • sos tv • er more. 
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2 Q'er an those wide-extended plains, 
Shfaiee one etenal day; 

There God the Son forever reigns, 

« _ « <• _ •_t.i 



3 When shan I reach tiiat happy place. 
And be forever bleetf 
When shaU I see my Father's face, 
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4 FiDedwHhdeBght,mynpta^aoiil 
Wonld here no longer stay; 
Ao^Jordan'swavesaroimdme nit 



No. 315. Battle Hymn of the Republic. 

Jnita Ward How*. Melody. "Olory HalMulah." 
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1. Mbe eyw luTeieai the glo-iy of the oom-fai|^ of the Lord; He is tramp-fing out the 

2. I have seen Him m the witcb-fine of a hmi-dnd dr^fing eaadps; They have bailded Him an 

3. He has sonlid-ed forth the trmnp^ tiiat shall ner - er call re - treat; He is sift • ing out the 

4. In the beau - ty of the HI - ies, Christ wu bom a --cross the sea, With a glo - ly in His 
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▼in-tage where the grapes of wrath are stored; He hath loosed the fate-fol light-ning of His ter- ri- 
al - tar in the ere - nmg dews and damps; I can read His rigfat-eoos sentence by the dim and 
hearts of men be - fore His jndg-ment seat; be swift, my sod, to an • swer Himl be jn - bi- 
bo • som that trans - fig - oni yon and me; As He died to make men ho • ly, let ns die to make 
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Me swift sword; His tmtii iamarclung on. 

flar - og lampf, His day is marrJihg on. ( 6k> • lyl glo-iy, haMe - ta-jahl Glo-ryl glo-iy, haHe-hi« jah) 

lant my feet, Oar God is marehmg on. ( Glo - lyl i^o-ry, hal-le - hh-jahl {D.S,2d Hmt,) 

make men free, While God is marehing on. 
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No. 316. 



God Be With You. 



J. B.RaaUa. D.O. 



40WNNNT, CV 4. I. MMIQN. 0» O. 
IMCOVrMII. 



W.Q. Toner. 
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1. God be with yon tiO we meet agab, ^y His ooanseb guide, uphold yon, With His sheep secnrdy fold yon, 

2. God be with yon tOI we meet agam, 'Neath Hb wfaigs secvely hide yon, Dafly manna still di - vide yon,- 
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God be with yon & we meet apgab. TDl we meet^. .. tin we meet, TOI we meet at Je - sos* 
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God bewtthyoa%nw«meeta-gam. ^^^ 
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3 God be with yon tin we meet again, 
life's perils thick oonfonad yoQ, 
arms nnfallliig ronnd yon, 
with yon tin we meet agahi. 



4 God be with yon tOI we meet agab, 

SKeep loTe's banner floating o'er yon. 
Smite death's tfareat'nhig wave before yon, 



God be with yon tin we meet again. 



No. 317. The Sailor's Home SonJ. 




s. 



J. M. Petton. 



AlUgretU. ' 



1. Tho* far from iia*tiTe land I roam, Rock'd by theroU-ing sea, Yet still I love my na-tive 

D. S.— Yet, stUl by day and thro' the 
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home, The brave land of the free; Tho' winds are fair and skies are bright, And cafan the restleas sea, 
night, I think of home and thee. 
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1 Tho' far from native land I roam. 
Rocked by the rolling sea, . 
Yet still I love my native home, 
The brave land of the free; 
Tho' winds are fair and aUes are 
And cahn the restless sea, [bright. 
Yet, still by day and thro' the night, 
I think of home and thee. 

4 

No. 318. Home. 

Tane fte/ow. 

1 'Mid pleasore and palaces though we may roam, 
Be it ever so hmnble, there's no place like home; 
A charm from the skies seems to h^ow us tiiere, 
Wluchseekthro' the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere. 

Cbo.— Home, home, sweet, sweet home. 

Be it ever so hamUe, there's no place like home. 

2 I gaze on the moon as I tread the drear wild. 
And feel that my mother now thmks of her chQd; 

As she looks on that moon from our own cottage door. 
Thro' the woodbine whose fragrance diall cheer me 
no more. 

3 An enle from home, splendor dazxies In v^ 
Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again 
The birds smging gaily, that came at my call; 
Oh, give me that peace of mind dearer than aQ. 



t 



When stars pale ont the eastern sky, 
And dew-drops melt away, 
When o'er the hills the sun moonts 
Bright ruler of the day; [ high, 
When shadows long shine In the west, 
And stretch across the lea, 
Whoi beast and bird have sunk to ; 
Then think., oh, thmk of me. [rest, 



When moonlight sQvers o'er the plain 
And all is hnsh'd in peace. 
When silence reigns in aU 1^ main, 
And still is every breeze, 
When clouds rise dark and fig^tnings 
And show the threatening lea, [flash 
And o'er the surges thundeis crash. 
Then think, oh, think of me. 



No. 319. Heaven. 

TwM bdow. 

1 'Mid scenes of confusion and creatures complaints. 
How sweet to my soul is communion with samtsi 
To find at the banquet of mercy there's roomi 
And feel in the presence of Jesus at home. 

Cbo.— Home, home, sweet, sweet home; 

Prepare me, dear Savior, for heaven my home. 

2 An.alien from God, and a stranger to grace, 
I wandered thro' earth, its gay pleasures to trace; 
In the pathway of sin I continued to roam, 
Unmhidful, alas! that it led me from home. 

3 The pleasures of earth I have seen fade away; 
They bloom for a season, but soon they decay; 
But pleasures more lasting in Jesus are given. 
Salvation on earth and a mansion In heaven. 



No. 320. 



Home, 6weet Home. 



John Howard Payne. 
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H. R. Bishop. 



o I n. K. Dianop. 
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. f Mid' pleas-ures ana pai • a - ces tnoogn we may roam, i 

\ Be it ev • 6r so huln-ble, there's no place like i home; \ Which seek thro' the worid, is ne'er 



r A charm from the skies seems to 
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hal - low US there, \ 

met with else- - i where. Home,home,sweet,sweet home,Be it ever so humble,there's no place like home. 
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No. 321. Day is Dyin^ in the West. 

Mary Ann Lathbury. copymoht. lan, avj. m.vincemt. William P. Sherwln. 




1. Day is dy - ing in the west; Heaven is touching earth with rest; Wait and worship while the night 

2. Lord of life be-neath the dome Of the u - ni • verse, Thy home, Gath-er us who seek Thy face 

3. While the deep'mng shadows fall.Heart of love, en • fold • ing all, Thro' the glo - ry and the grace 

4. When for-ev - to from onr sight Pass the stars, the day, the night, Lord ot in" gels, on our eyes 
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Sets her evening lamps a • light Thro' all the sky. 

To the fold of Thy em-brace, For Thon art nigh. Ho • ly, Ho - ly, Ho - ly. Lord God of 

Of the stars tiiat veil Thy face, Our. hearts as - scend. 

Let e • ter - nal mom - ing rise,And shad • ows end. 
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HostsI Heav'n and earth are full of Thee; Heav'n and earth ftre praising Thee, Lord Most Highl 
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No. 322. How Great Thy Name. 



1 Lord, our Lord, o'er earth's vast 
How exalted is Thy namel [frame. 
Who hast set Thy glory bright 
Far above the heaven's hei^t, 
How great Thy name! 
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Lord,onr Lord,m all the efcrtii. 
How great Thy name! 
Who hast set Thy glory bright 
Far above the heaven's hei^t. 
How great Thy name! 

2 From the mouth of children young. 
From the infant's lisping tongue, 
Thon hast needed strength ordained 
Thus Thy vengeful foes restrained. 
How great Thy namel 



Ptalm S. Tutu ahow, 
3 When Thy heaveon I.survey, 
Which Thy fingers' work display. 
When the moon and stars I see 
Ordered all by Thy decree. 
How great thy namel 

What is man that m Thy mmd 
He a constant place should find? 
What the son of man that be 
Should be visited by Thee? 
How great Thy namel 

Thou his station didst ordaia- 
Just b«low the angel train; 
Glory Thou hast o'er him shed, 
And with honor crowned his bead, 
How great Thy name! 



6 Thou hast given lum domttiand 
O'er the creatures of Thy hand; 
And beneath his feet hast lud 
All the works which Thou hast 
How great Thy name! [made; 

7 Flocks and cattle-, every tribe. 
Beasts that in the field abide. 
Birds that thro'the heaven's roam 
Fidi that make the sea their hom» 
How great Thy namel 

S Every Gvmg thing that strays, 
Thro' the ocean's tocret waya 
Lord, our Lord, o'er earth^ vast 
How exalted is Thy name: [frame 
How great Thy name! 



No. 323. Now the Day is Over. 

Sabine Barlns-Qould.. 



Joseph Barnby. 
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1. Now the day is o - ver. Night is draw-ing nigh, Shad - ows of. the jbvo - ning Steal a-cross the sky. 

2. Je - BUS, give the wea - ry Calm and sweet repose; With Thy ten^I'rest bless - mg May our eyelids close. 

3. Grant to lit • tie chil - dren Vi-sions bright of Thee;Guard the sailors, toss - ing On the deep bhie sea. 

4. When the mommg wak-en8,Then may I a - rise Pure, and fre8h,and sm - less In Thy ho - ly eyes* 
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No. 324. 




ThoBUH R. Taylor. 



Heaven is My Home. 

nmr—. SlrArtkar SoUhraa. 
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X* I'm bat a straig^r here, Heav'n is my home; Earth is a des - ert drear, Heay'n is my home; 

2. What tdio' the tempest rage, lleav*n is my home; Short is my pil - grim - age, HeaY'n is my home; 

3. There at my Savior's side, Heav'n is my home; I shall be glo • ri - fied, HeaT'n is my borne; 

4. Therefore I mar • mar not, Heav'n irmy home; What-e'er my earth • ly lot, Heav*n is my home; 








Dan - ger and sor-row stand Round me on ev - 'ly hand Heav'n is my latb-er-Iand, Heav'n is my home. 
And time's wHd vintry blast Soon shall be o • ver-past, I shaO reach home at last, Heav'n is my home. 
There are the good and blest, Those I lovemost and best; And there I too shall rest, Heav'n Is my home. 
And I shall sore-ly stand There at my Lord's right hand; Heav'n is my fatheriand, Heav'n is my home. 
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No. 325. Nearer, My God, to 

firs. Sarah F. Adain«. S^vnd Tumi. 
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Thee. 



Lowell Mason. 
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I f Nearer my God to Thee,Nearer to Thee, 

* 1 E'en tho'-it b» a cross, (Omit.) That raiseth me. Still an my song shall be,Nearer,my6od.to Thee, 
D.S.— Nearer, my God, to Thee, (Omtt. ) Near - er to Thee. 
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Thoqgh like a wanderer, 
^e son gone down. 

Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone; 

Yet m my dreams I'd be 

Nearer, my God, to Thee; 
Nearer to Thee! 



There let the way appear 
Steps onto heaven; 

All that Thon sendest me. 
In mercy given; 

Angels to beckon me 

Nearer, my God, to Tl^ee; 
Nearer to Theel 



4 Or if, on joyfol wing. 

Cleaving the sky. 
Sun, moon, and stara^u^t, 

Upward I fly. 
Stall all my song shall be. 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee! 



No. 326. All People that on Earth do Dwell. 



Psalm ICO. 



Louis Bournois. 
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1. All peo • pie that on eanh do dwell. Sing to the Lord with cheer-fol voice;Him serve with mil 



1. All peo • pie that on earlh do dwell. Sing to the Lord with cheer-fol voice;Him serve with mirtb,His 

2. Know that the Lord is God indeed; With-out our aid He did us make;We are His flock. He 
Praiu God from. vKom aU Ue$nngifioWtPraue flim all enatnru kere heUnp; PraxH Him a»bnt ^i 
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pnuae forth teU,Come ye be - fore Him and re - )oice. 
doth us feed, And for His sheep He doth us take. 
Aeav'n/y hMt\ Praite Father ^ Son and Bo ' ly^kotL 
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3 enter then His^tes with joy, 

Within His courts His praise prodslm 
Let thankful songs your tongues employ, 
bless and magnify His name. 

4 Because the Lord our God is good. 

His mercy is forever sure; 
His truth at all times firmly stood. 
And shall from age to age endan. 
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A mD for lojal aoldiars. 

Alriendhavel wbo 

A little bit o[ love 

A little christian soldiei 

A mote conTeoient dHj... lU 

Aplsca tor me 

A ainoer nude whola 

A song ol praise 

A sangolrictorT.... 

Abide nith me 

Altu sad did m; MTiat.ll!i-226 

MlglorybeTbine. 

All hail ImmBDuel. . 

All heUthe power 01...268-269 

All people that on earth. 

All the wajr my Savioi 140 

Almost peraasded 144-155 

Although bjiiol was.... 157 

Amazing grace 231 

America 311 

Ami aaoldier 280 

Are joa cbeeifnl, brave... 16 
Ate yon heaTj-hearted ... 81 

Are joa in ain 100 

Are yon read; for the 67 

AsBTolanteer 61 

As the annlight breaks ... 65 

Askvbatthoaiiilt 40 

Asleepln Jesus 264 

At the cross 113 

Awakemf Bonlin joyM.. 277 

B 

BktUebymDottbe 315 

Baahera ISO 

Be a BhiDiDg light 29 

Be not dismayed wbat'ei.. S 

BeantilDl Isle 107 

Beaatilol riTer 125 

BecaaaeHisasmeis 193 

Because I loTe Jeans 7 

Behold a royal army 120 

Behold a atraogerat the... 25 



Behold the Bridegroom,,. 

Blessed assurance ' 

Blessed be the name : 

Blessed Friend 

Blessed Jesna 

Blest be the tie 

Break Thon the Bread ol.. 
Brining in the sheaTes  . ! 

C 

Calling the prodigal 

Can a boy forget his 

Carry na in ThiDe arras... : 

Christ at the door 

Christ iaaU you need 

Christ Jesus died for 

Christ our Savior 

Chtistlaa trarrioraingtbe. 

Cloud or sunshine 

Come ev'ry soul by sin . . . * 
Come freely to Jesus and. 

Come bometouight : 

Come sinner come 1 

Come Thou Almighty ! 

Come Tbou fount.... 264-1 

Come today 1 

Come to Jesus i 

Come ye disconsolate i 

Coning to Tbee 

Count yout blessing* 1 

CiawD Him, Crown Hia.. ] 
Crown Him, Kii^ ol I 

D 

Day is dying in the west.. • 

Dear little stranger 1 

Delay not i 

Did Christ o'er sinners..., i 
Don't you know Ha cares. 1 

Down at the cross i 

Down JD the Talley with . . 
Down into the fountain... 

Doiology S 

Do you fear the foe will... 1 



r Do you hear the SavioT's.. 106 

( Do you know the world . . . 168 

) Do you try to tell the.... 29 

; Draw me nearer. 133 

L 

; E 

• Each one in lite Is 136 

Even me, even me 272 

Ever the same 85 

^ Every day I need Thee ... 82 
, Ef'iy sky that gUstens. . . 100 
I Ererything for Jeans 159 

\ F 

, Fade, fade each earthly. . 224 
, Failing in strength 202 

Faith of our Fathers 310 

. Followon 74 

Followme 120 

, Forward Christian 181 

I Forward go 181 

From every stormy wind... 245 
[ From greenland's icy 308 

From over biD and plain... 61 

G 

Give of your best to the. . 88 

Glorious fountain 263 

Glaiy to His name 294 

Go away happy tonight... IDS 

Godbe withyou 316 

God is calling the 124 

God is for as 156 

 God of our Fathers 309 

God save the King 312 

God will take care ol 8 

Gone from my heart 161 

Good news 274 

Grace enough for me 23 

Growing dearer each 24 

Onideme 97 

Guide me O Thoa great... 273 
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Had we only sunshine ... 42 

HaUelujah 275 

Happy voices sing praises. 102 

Hark ten thousand 276 

Hark the voice oi Jesus. . 214 

Hark to the music 152 

Harvest song 110 

Have Thine own way 165 

Have you done aught .... 41 

Hear our prayer 169 

Hear the tramp, tramp, . . 177 
Hear us heav'niy Father. 169 

Heaven 319 

Heaven is my home 324 

He is able to deliver 55 

He is so precious to me . . . 4 

He knows it all 174 

Heleadethme 234 

He uses me 157 

He who dwelt among 85 

He will not turn you 18 

Help somebody today 3 

Hide not Thy face 97 

Higher ground 11 

His love is far better 130 

His way with thee 31 

Holy Ghost with love 298 

Holy, holy, holy 299 

Holy Spirit faithful 297 

Holy twilight hour 162 

Home 318 

Home of the soul. 66 

Home, sweet home 320 

How firm a foundation.209-212 
How great Thy name. . . . 322 
How sweet is the love of.. 24 
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I am a stranger here 12 

I am coming Lord 258 

I am coming to the.. . .220-295 

I am happy in Him 96 

I am on the gospel 168 

I am standing now on the. 15 

I am Thine, Lord 133 

I am thinking to-day .... 47 
I am trusting Lord in Thee 220 

I believe Thee 115 

I can hear my Savior call. 167 
I cannot help but love. ... 86 
I dreamed one night not . . 188 



I hear the Savior say 260 

I hear Thy welcome voice 258 
I know I love Thee better 119 
I know my heav'nly Father 118 

Hove Him 151 

I love Jesus He^s my 265 

Hove Thy kingdom Lord. 270 
I love to tell the story . . . 271 
I love to think my Father 174 
I must needs go home. ... 44 

I shall be satisfied 139 

I think God gives the. . . . 185 
I want to do something . . 26 
I want to live cfoser to . . . 45 
I will not forget Thee .... 46 
I will sing you a song.. .. 66 
I would be of use toThee. 48 

I'll be a sunbeam 192 

I'll go where you want me 69 
I'm but a stranger here . . 324 

I'm pressing on the 11 

I've a message from the . . 221 

I've found a Friend 89 

I've joined the Christian,. 109 
I've left the fettered ranks 109 
I've wandered far away . . 137 
If there's sunshine in your 128 
If you are tired of the load 83 
In a world where sorrow. . 62 
In evil long I took delight. 256 
In heavenly love abiding.. 307 
In looking thro' my tears. 23 
In love He redeemed me. 75 

In the cross 251 

In the shadow of the Rock 91 
In the vineyard of the . . . 48 

In vain Fve tried a 193 

Is your life a channel of . . 92 
It is well with my soul ... 94 
It may not be on the. . . . 69 
It was good for our 305 
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Jerusalem my happy 235 

Jesus author of salvation. 196 

Jesus calls us 253 

Jesus I my cross have. ... 215 
Jesus is all the world .... 67 

Jesus is calling 20-111 

Jesus is passing by 123 

Jesus is seeking 2 

Jesus is tenderly caUing. . Ill 



Jesus lover of my . . . 291-292 

Jesus of Nazareth 243 

Jesus paid it all 260 

Jesus Savior friend of ... . 1 

Jesus Savior pilot me 246 

Jesus shall reign 279 

Jesus the Savior is calling. 20 
Jesus the very thought. .. 282 

Jesus wants me for a 192 

Joyfully march along 60 

Joy to the world 204 

Just a little christian .... 179 

Just as I am 259 

Just as the stars are 178 

Just the love of Jesus .... 50 
Just when I need Him .... 9 
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Keep the heart singing. . . 53 
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Lay hold on the hope .... 5 

Lead kindly Light 289 

Lead me my Savior. . . . 304 

Lest we forget 309 

Let Him in 72 

Let Jesus come into 83 

Let the sunshine in 187 

Let the world have its . . . 150 

Lighten the way with 13 

Like a chime of silver. . . , 120 

Like an army we are 198 

Linger with me precious.. 132 

Little evangels 176 

Little soldiers 182 

Little sowers 175 

Little stars 178 

Little sunbeams 185 

Living in the sunshine .... 52 

Lol a mighty army ....... 160 

Look all around you ..... 3 

Look and live 221 

Look the harvest field .... 110 
Lord I hear of show'rs. . . 272 
Lord I'm coming home. ... 137 
Lord Jesus I long to be. . 303 

Lord our Lord o'er 322 

Lost but Jesus saved me... 153 
Loudly unto the world... . 200 

Love divine 213 

Loving kindness 277 

Low in a manger 189 



Loyalty to Christ 51 

Lyons 208 
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Majestic sweetness sits. . . 222 

Make Him years 15 

Make me a channel of . . . 92 
Make me white as snow. . 804 
Marching in His name. . . . 198 

May I be faithful 39 

'Mid scenes of confusion. 319 
'Mid pleasures and . . .318-320 
Mine eyes have seen the. 315 

More like the Master ,122 

Mast I go and empty i35 

Must Jesus bear the. .283-284 
My country 'tis of thee... 311 
My faith looks up to Thee 242 

My Father knows 118 

My Father leads me 21 

My happy home 235 

My hope is built 255 

My Jesus as Thou wilt... 288 
My Jesus I love Thee .... 232 
My path may be lonely. . . 7 

My Savior first of all 104 

My Shepherd 210 

My soul be on thy guard. 230 
My soul is so happy in . . . 96 

N 

Nearer home 158 

Nearer, my Ood, to Thee. 325 
Nobody told me of Jesus. 6 

No, not one 141 

No pain nor sorrow 78 

Nothing but the blood. ... 117 
Nothing satisfies but Jesus 54 
Now the day is over 323 

O 

could I speak 249 

day of rest and gladness 306 

do not let the word 59 

for a thousand 296-301 

Ohappyday 238 

have you not heard of. . 70 
Jesus Thou art standing 218 
Land of rest for Thee.. 147 
love that will not let me 219 
that will be glory 32 
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the kindly light is 112 

Thou God of my 275 

wanderer come home . . 73 
worship the King. . .206-208 
why have you wandered 73 

why not to-night 59 

Oh, how I love Jesus 257 

Oh, now I see 267 

O'er the hills the sun is. . 158 
On every side a voice .... 163 
On Jordan's stormy... .129-314 
On the battlefield of Ufe.. 180 
On the mountain's top. . . 274 
On to the land of glory. . . 148 

On to victory 37 

Only a word 171 

Only trust Him 237 

Onward Christian Soldiers 203 
Onward little soldiers. . . . 183 
Open the door for the 68 

P 

Patient 'neath Thy hand.. 103 
Praise Gk)d from whom... 326 

Praise Him 90 

Praise ye the father 199 

Prepare thy God to 163 

R 

Reapers are needed 152 

Rejoicel rejoicel the lost... 60 

Remember me 284 

Rescue the perishing 121 

Revive us again 239 

Ring the bells of heaven.. 86 

Rock of ages 247 

Run to meet me 114 

S 

Safe on the rock 80 

Safely through another. . . 248 
Salvation the joyful. ... 228 

Satisfied 33 

Saved 89 

Savior like a Shepherd. . . 286 

Savior Thy dying love 131 

Scattering precious seed.. 87 

Scatter sunshine 62 

Shall we gather at the. . .. 125 

Shall we meet 252 

Since I gave myself to ... . 116 
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Sinner why have you 145 

Softly and tenderly 5& 

Soldiers for whom the . . . 37 

Soldiers of the cross 194 

Somebody did a golden. .. 143 

Somebody knows. 202 

Somebody loves you 19 

Someday 164 

Something for Jesus 131 

Somewhere the sun is. . . . 107 

Songs in the night 98 

So precious is Jesus 4 

Sowing in the morning. . . 285 

Stand up for Jesus 216 

Sun of my soul 241 

Sunshine and rain 42 

Sunshine in the soul 64 

Sweet by and by 236 

Sweet hour of prayer. . . . 244 
Sweet is the promise 46 
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Take my life and let it. . . 161 

The answering time 40 

The blessed story 102 

The children's hosanna.. 188 
The christian's inheri-... . 150 
The church in the wUd- ... 71 

The cleansing wave 267 

The field is the world .... 63 

Thefightison 170 

The fountain stands 266 

The glorious time is 146 

The glory song 32 

The good old fashioned. . . 168 

The great Physician 223 

The half has never ,. . 119 

The home over there 313 

The hope set before 6 

The joyful song 126 

The kindly light is 112 

The king's business 12 

The Lord is my Shepherd 210 

The lost soul's lament 142 

The love of the Christ. . ., 130 

The master has gone 39 

The morning light is 217 

The other fellow 16 

The old time religion 305 

The promised land'. 129 

The reapers are loudly. . . 63 
Tlie roses are telling 184 
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The Sailor's home song.. . 817 
The SaTior's invitation ... 77 

The. Savior's smile 65 

The soUd rock 265 

The Sunday school 177 

The summer is ended 142 

The sure foundation 136 

The thought of Thee .... 282 

The victory song 79 

ThQ way of the cross 44 

The wayside cross 172 

There are sorrowful 13 

There are sweetest 98 

There is a fount. .261-262-263 
There is a land of ....... . 225 

There is a name I love . . . 257 

There is great rejoic 80 

There is power in the 93 

There's albeantiful 138 

There's a church in 71 

There's a glad song 156 

There's a great day 43 

There's a land that is ... . 236 

There's a song in my 35 

There's a song within 17 

There's a stranger 72 

There's a wideness 250 

There's a wonderful 28 

There's not a friend 141 

There's sunshine in 64 

This is the season of 123 

Tho' far from native 317 

Tho' the way we jour .... 84 
Though you are helpless. . 19 
Thou only art holy 80 



*Ti8 80 sweet to trust 49 

'Tis sweet to know 101 

'Tis the grandest 55 

ToCalv'rylwillgo 76 

Too long have I wan 38 

U 

Under the cross. 295 

Under the snow 190 

Unto my Father's 99 

W 

Walk in the light 227 

Wash me in the blood. . . . 261 

We are little sowers 175 

We are soldiers, little. . . . 182 

We may lighten toil 53 

We praise Thee Gk>d. . . 239 
We shall see the King. . . 84 
We'll never grow weary . . 14 

We'U work tiU Jesus 147 

Were you there 173 

What a blessed friend 27 

What a friend 300 

What can wash away 117 

What have you done 41 

What is making life 50 

What means this 243 

When all my labors 32 

When former things 78 

When I have finished .... 33 
When I shall wake in ... . 139 
When I survey the 278 



When my life work 104 

When peace like a 49 

When silently the 162 

When the roU is caUed. .. 134 

When the trumpet of 134 

When upon life's bill 154 

When your spirit bows ... 127 

Where He leads me 167 

Where we'll never 70 

Which way shall I take. . . 1?3 

While Jesus whispers 149 

Whiter than snow 303 

Whom having not seen. . . 22 

Whosoever heareth 34 

Whosoever will 34 

Why do you wait 95 

Why not come to Him. . . 145 

Why stand ye here 197 

Will there be any stars. . . 47 

With me all the way 17 

Wonderful Jesus 10 

Wonderful Love 75 

Wonderful love does 10 

Work for the night is. . . . 287 
Would you be free from. . 93 
Would you care if some . . 6 

Would you have the 77 

Would you live for Jesus. 31 
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Yield not to temptation ... 186 

Ye Servants 207 

You can make the 128 

You may have the 66 
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